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It has been a long time since I sat at this drawing table. As a matter of fact, the last
time I sat behind this table was sometime before Memorial Day weekend of 1985. This
table reads like a diary of one of the three years I lived in Rochester, Spring, 1984 through
Spring, 1985. Now, as I look over the top of the table I can still see soot marks that
outline objects which were once placed on this table. The soot came as a result of a fire that
took place in the apartment building where I lived.
At approximately 11:30 pm onMemorialDay 1985 a fire raced through the building
and through my life. The fire and smoke nearly took the lives of several sleeping residents
including my girlfriend and myself. Like so many other days in my life, during the time I
lived in Rochester, this day would drastically change my perception of reality. Like few
othermaterial possessions I had prior to the fire this table survived.
From the fall of 1984 through the spring of 1985 this table was in active service.
Since the spring of 1985 I have mothballed the table from active duty. It now serves as a
table for three potted plants, and a place to pile current bills and mail. Underneath the pile
of mail lies a colored pencil sketch of, racing car driver, Ayrton Senna driving a Lotus
Formula One car. Beside it are the ground pastel pigments that were to be used to tone the
sketch. I began this sketch in 1986 while watching the "Super
Bowl"
game. That was the
last time that I attempted to create a work of art.
Maybe, the process ofwriting my thesis report on this drawing table will help me to
feel intimate with the table, and the person who once sat behind it for so many hours,
again. For nearly five years I have looked at this table from across the room and have felt a
sense of alienation. It reminds me of the person I used to be. What is strange is that I do
not know that person anymore. In fact, my current apartment is filled with artifacts that
seem to belong to someone else.
For example, the walls have paintings and drawings on them that I producedmany
years ago. I now think that I hung them on the walls just to validate the fact that I created
works of art. Although I remember creating these works, I have forgotten the logical and
emotional processes involved with creating art. I do not remember which pencil, or paint
brush, I might have used to make a particular kind ofmark. I cannot remember the degree
of sensitivity required to give a particular mark its characteristics. Overall, I cannot
remember what it feel like to be an artist. The memories of these feelings may still be
locked somewhere in my brain, or perhaps, my brain has totally discarded them. I may
never know the answer to this mystery.
Until 1983 1 was also an avid model car builder. Over a five year period I had built
thirteen 1/12 scale Formula One grand prix model cars. As my model building skills
evolved the level of detail I was able to recreate greatly increased. I was even able to
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recreate complex paint schemes that some cars were designed with. Now, these models are
also displayed like museum pieces from the past. The only intimacy I have with these
models is when I repair a broken piece, or clean them. I sometimes feel like I am a
caretaker tomy past achievements.
Sometime after the spring quarter of 1985 at Rochester Institute of Technology
("R.I.T.") I went to Dan's Crafts and Hobby store, in Rochester, to purchase a new grand
prix model. Unfortunately, I never built the model. Too much time had passed since the
last time I had built a model; it had been about three years. I lacked the confidence to
attempt to build a new kit. I feared that the results would not be as successful as the last
model I assembled. I feel that during my life I sometimes lose ground. I feel that I lose
touch with activities that once played a major role in my life. Sometimes it bothers me that
there does not seem to be enough time in life to maintain the activities you are currently
interested in doing while adding new experiences to your life.
I feel as though I have lost touch with so much of the person I once was. It seems
that, as I evolved, I had to trade in some of the old person in order to make room for the
new person. Although this process seems logical to me it often feels painful. I am not
always sure that I made the correct changes. I am not always sure that I wanted to stop
doing the things I no longer do. Somehow, I have just lost touch with certain aspects of
my life.
Now, I may find the answer behind the question, who am I, why so many parts of
my past exist in only the past, and especially why I haven't sat behind this drawing table in
five years. You see it is now March 1990. The deadline facing me could cost me all of
my graduate school credits at R.I.T. if it is not met. I must submit this paper by May 18th,
1990 in order to allow the thesis committee, I have selected, as well as the dean of the
College of Fine and Applied Arts, time to read and evaluate my thesis paper. So, I am
going to have to go back to the fall of 1978 and relive my life from that point. What I hope
to accomplish in doing so are the following:
1) give the reader an historical perspective of the events and processes which
led me to apply to the graduate program formedical illustration at R.I.T.
2) discuss how moving away from home for the first time affected my life.
3) discuss how the events in my life coupled with the experiences as a graduate
student affected my philosophy of life.
4) demonstrate how all of these factors shaped my idea for my thesis
paintings.
5) give benefit to students who might, one day, read this paper. Perhaps there
may be some answers to questions they are asking themselves.
In the fall of 1978, 1 began my academic education at Munson Williams Proctor
Institute ("M.W.P.I.") in Utica, New York. It was a very strange feeling for me
throughout the first year I attended the school. I never really thought ofmyself as an artist
when I first decided to enter the School ofArt. Yet, I was sure everyone else at the school
were sure they were artists. I knew I was sure they were artists. So, at first, I was
intimidated by their skills, by their language, and by the term artist, itself. I didn't know if
I would be worthy enough to adopt that title. I must admit I am still not always
comfortable with calling myself an artist.
As time went on, I began to find my niche within the school. The first year of art
school is really exploration of a lot of concepts that other artists have already explored
throughout history. A student is also taught a lot of basic skills in a variety of disciplines.
Since I came to M.W.P.I. with very little formal training, most disciplines were new
worlds for me to explore. For example, I had never used references from the three
dimensional world as a basis for a drawing or for a painting. I had only worked from
photographs prior to going to school. What was a relief for me to realize was that I was
not alone in having limited artistic experiences. Most students seemed to have their strong
points and weak points. Most students seemed to regard other students skills higher than
their own skills.
My classmates atM.W.P.I, varied in their ages and backgrounds. But most of the
students were fresh out of high school. They attended art classes at M.W.P.I. for their
major in conjunction with attending academic classes held atMohawk Valley Community
College ("M.V.C.C"). The two institutions collaborated in order to provide an accredited
associates degree of Fine Arts. Like the high school graduates and a couple of the more
senior students, I was enrolled in this degree program. I wanted the choice to further my
education after graduating from two years of education. This package gave me that choice.
I should point out that when I enrolled in this program I was not fresh out of high
school. I graduated high school in 1975. Upon graduating high school, I decided to take
time off, away from academic life, in order to figure out what I wanted to do next with my
life. What I wanted to do first was to have a good time! So, I lived at home for three
years, I worked at low paying jobs which had little potential for personal growth, and I got
fat and lazy. Fortunately, I have very patient parents. They gave me enough freedom
while letting me know they were concerned about my future; well, so was I.
At about the second year into my three year hiatus, I began to draw and paint more
frequently. Prior to 1977, 1 had only been drawing sporadically. I really never took being
an artist seriously because I didn't think artist made important contributions to society I
revered the sciences and technical disciplines. People who worked in these fields made
great contributions to the world, I thought. But, as I continued to paint and draw more
pictures, I began to see that artists gave the world something more important than the
pictures they created. I wasn't quite sure what that seemingly intangible element was, yet I
was sure there was something more. I could also see people were taking exception to me
simply because I was creating something. That was very positive feedback for me to
receive since my family also treated me as though I was a special person. I began to realize
that creating art work was my purpose for being born. After all, wasn't it true I had a God
given talent which not everyone possessed?
It was surprising how fast my ego shrunk when the reality of going to art school
sunk in. The fact my ego left me so easily really helped me to open up and learn from my
teachers as well as from other students. Yet, what didn't leave me was my desire to
become an artist. I probably never worked harder and longer in my life than I worked in
the first two years at M.W.P.I. My basic skills came a long way thanks to the help I
received from my peers and instructors.
The academic side ofmy junior college education was also going well. I chose to
take classes that were personally interesting, and challenging while meeting the academic
requirements for a degree. Since I had a good background in the natural sciences from my
high school courses, I decided to get further involved with science courses at Mohawk
Valley Community College.
I enrolled in a full year of general biology with Dr. Robert Jubenville. Dr.
Jubenville was a scientist whose behavior strongly resembled that of an artist. I thought
that maybe his personality was not unlike great artists who had curiosities in science such
as Leonardo Da Vinci. Dr. Jubenville was the person who first saw a way for me to
combine my interests in art and in science. He asked me if I would be interested in
illustrating a histology laboratory manual that he was writing for use in his classes. Of
course I consented to illustrate the manual, and I felt wonderful about having my first
professional assignment as an artist.
Dr. Jubenville loaned amicroscope and a pile of slides containing tissue samples to
me so I could work outside of the classroom. I spent much of what would have otherwise
been my resting time, with one eye peering into a microscope and the other eye glaring at a
sketch pad. As the beauty of the microscopic world unfolded before me, under the
microscope, I became increasingly curious about the look of other kinds of objects viewed
very closely. I managed to create a pencil drawing of the internal works of and old wind
up wrist watch (Figure 1) and a painting of a cluster of tiny upholstery tacks (Figure 2)
during the time I possessed the microscope. It took about a year forme to complete about
100 pen and ink sketches ofvarious human tissue types.
After Dr. Jubenville had completed writing the manual, I had an opportunity to see
him use it during one of his lectures. For the first time, I was able to see people learning
from work which I created. I saw that I could pass on to others something about what I
have learned by the use of illustrations. I could also help people clarify and organize
concepts in their minds by creating visual images which clearly illustrated these concepts.
"While I was creating histological drawings, I had to learn what structures provided
key identifying clues to indicate the type of tissue I was viewing. It was not often obvious
to spot such structural clues from, what often seemed like, and amorphous grouping of
cells. However, once I knew what features were important to identify, I was able to
emphasize those characteristics in the drawings. While I sat through the lab session ofDr.
Jubenville's lecture, I could see the results of my work paying off for others. Students
were able to look at the illustrations in the lab manual and compare the key identifying
structures in the drawings with structures in the corresponding slides they were viewing. I
felt a great sense ofworth in knowing that I was able to help others understand new ideas.
Learning to interpret, to editorialize, and to abstract from what I was viewing in the
microscope to what I was drawing on paper helpedme to better understand and apply these
processes when working from reference sources other than those from a microscope. For
example, I could see patterns which formed between groups of objects when viewing a still
life or a landscape scene. I could also see patterns which recur in nature, such as the
branching of barren tree limbs and branching dendrites of a nerve cell. Working from the
microscope really helpedme to see a general sense of unity and order in nature.
Workingwith Dr. Jubenville on this project also helpedme to perceive drawing and
painting as a more technical discipline. I began to understand that being an artist may not
only be about expressing and interpreting what one feels, being an artist may also include
expressing and interpreting what one knows. That concept may not be important for all
artists to realize, yet I felt it was important forme to know. I wantedmore out of being an
artist than to have a catharsis on canvas. I wanted to be able to involve the viewer in my
work. If that involvement was to be a source of instruction for the viewer that was fine
with me.
Although working on the illustrated laboratory manual introduced me to the
possibility of specializing my studies in scientific illustration. I felt that it was too early in
my college education to make such pivotal decisions. I continued instead to study the
fundamentals of drawing, oil painting, two dimensional and three dimensional design, and
color theory. During my entire education, I did not produce any more scientific
illustrations beyond those laboratory sketches. Nonetheless, I did continue to actively
pursue knowledge in the natural sciences. I did that partially because I had thought, in the
back ofmy mind, that I might later want to pursue a career as a scientist.
Also, I gained more interest about the human body resulting from studies of the
human form in figure drawing classes. Mr. Francis Fiorentino was my primary figure
drawing instructor throughout my undergraduate education. Fran's interest in helping his
students understand the fundamentals of human form, balance, and motion helped me to
create natural looking representations of the human figure. Fran stressed that we observe
form and proportions over superficial details of musculature. In fact most of the models
Fran chose in the beginning classes were fairly robust in form. This prevented students
from being overwhelmed with too much muscular detail until we were better able to
understand the whole form.
His methods of instruction were very effective in teaching me how to view a human
form. I had never sketched a human figure prior to entering figure drawing class. I did not
even know what the term gesture drawing meant; nor had I ever seen an example of gesture
drawing. By the end of the first class, my drawings transformed from stick figure
interpretations of the model to drawings which possessed some indication of mass,
balance, and unity of the model.
As time passed and the students'skills improved overall, Fran began to provide the
class with models which had more muscular physiques. As I began to add more of the
anatomical lumps and bumps to drawings, I became increasingly curious about what the
various muscles looked like as they penetrated deeper beneath the skin. I asked Fran if he
thought it was necessary to study human anatomy in order to more precisely draw the
human figure. Although Fran did not discourage me from studying anatomy, he told me
that he did not feel it was necessary. Still, he felt that it was most important to understand
the essentials of the form of the figure. Fran always cautioned me not to add details to my
drawings until the essence of the figure's form and pose were established. He pointed out
that I might beautifully illustrate and detail a human figure which looked totally incorrect
because of flaws in the fundamental drawing of the forms.
So, for the time being at least, I continued to study the fundamentals. As the years
passed and I gained more drawing experience, I realized that correctly translating the grace
of the simplest human pose was a challenge. Your mind and body had to be one
coordinated unit. You had to be composed enough to concentrate and observe the model
while being alert enough to quickly and accurately capture thatmoment of time on paper.
Many times this process was an elusive task. As the drawings got more detailed, they
would sometimes lose the essence of the figure's gesture, and then end up in the trash.
Other times the mixture of conscious and unconscious perceptions about the model could
be translated beautifully to paper. Whenever I or fellow classmates had those successful
drawings, Fran would make us hang the drawing on the wall. Although each artist's style
was somewhat different, the essence of the figure's form and pose would demonstrate the
link between the drawings.
Fran Fiorentino contributed a great deal to my skills and my judgements as an artist.
I consider him to be the greatest influence on my life as an artist. Fran not only taught me a
great deal about drawing and artistry, he also taughtme how to be objective when judging
my work. Thinking more objectively helped me to judge when ideas needed revision or
change. Viewing my work more objectively helped me to better decide what steps were
needed in making a work of art better and accepting the possibility that the best way to
improve some works is to just start over. I will always be grateful to Fran for his
openness, his honesty, and his dedication to teaching students.
The two years I spent at community college and art school provided a wealth of
new experiences to me both academically and personally. I gained a great deal of
knowledge from dedicated instructors and struggling students. We candidly shared our
opinions and ideas with one another. I believe that the open and honest atmosphere we
nurtured allowed students and faculty to learn and grow. There always seemed to be
someone walking by my easel, or looking over my shoulder, observing me while I
worked. If they were not looking to learn something from me, they were offering to help
me learn something new. There were no instances that I can remember when one student
would take offense to another student's critique. We seemed to be looking for the best
ways to truthfully express ourselves through the use of visual art. We were looking to
perfect the process by acquiring knowledge. None of us were really thinking about how to
make money as a professional artist. Sometimes a few of us would discuss our future
plans, we would talk about becoming art teachers to support ourselves, and to teach others.
After work we would resume our lives as artists. Money never seemed to be an issue that
was seriously discussed. At that time, we all had little money. Thinking that we might one
day be wealthy was just a distant fantasy. We just addressed the basic realities of life while
we explored the language of art.
It was somewhat easier forme to live in the world without a lot ofmoney because I
lived at home. I was guaranteed the necessities and comforts of life while broadening my
mind. I was however, primarily responsible for financing all aspects ofmy education. I
worked throughout my undergraduate education. During most of that time I worked for
Wendy International, i.e. Wendy's Old Fashioned Hamburgers. Working atWendy's was
an interesting experience for me because I was much older than the typical fast food
employee. I was in my early twenties. Not only was I older than most of my peers at
Wendy's, I was older than most of my superiors, as well. Sometimes the age difference
made me feel I was doing something which was inappropriate for someone my age. Yet,
my maturity was beneficial in helpingme to learn from this experience.
Since I knew very little about the fast food business, I was, initially, as scared
about being at work as I was about being in school. I quickly realized that being a student
does not end with leaving school. I also knew that, as in school, it was important forme to
keep open mind and a positive attitude in order to learn this job's duties. I was scared of
failing at the job. Employment of any kind is difficult to find in theUtica area. If I did not
succeed at Wendy's, I might not find another way to pay for college expenses. I had to
face the reality that I was unskilled labor and had little else to offer a company other than
ambition and desire to work.
The initial crew with whom I worked atWendy's really behaved as a team. I think
that feeling of camaraderie had a lot to do with the fact we were the original crew for this
Wendy's location. We not only participated in running the restaurant after it opened, we
participated in the finishing work before it opened. We had a sense that this restaurant was
partially ours. No one else had ever worked in it before us. We were also running the first
Wendy's restaurant in the Utica area. We were very proud to be entrusted with the
responsibility of representing a new company. I feel that most of us wanted to compete
and to beat our fast food rivals. We were a competitive team.
That idealistic behavior lasted for a few months. The fast food business has some
dirty and tiring tasks associated with it. In the beginning, most people had very high
motivation and completed their duties without many complaints. But the high demands
accompanied with low wages did not produce an environment to sustain high motivation
needed in the restaurant business. These factors also contributed to a high turnover rate. I
would estimate that after the end of the first year, 85% of the original crew, at ourWendy's
location, had left. The entire management staff had also been replaced at least once. I was
a bit surprised at the extremely high turnover rate ofmanagement. Although their pressures
were high, I think their wages were reasonable relative to their duties. I guess they simply
burned out from the pace and the pressures of the work. For some reason I thrived on the
pace of the work. I found it challenging to be proficient, efficient, and fast at a job. I also
found that the primarily physical tasks I had to perform at work allowed my mind to have
some rest periods.
The social aspect involved with working at Wendy's was also a source of fun for
me. Since the crew members and management had different personal lives outside of
work, conversations at work did not revolve around academic subjects. Many of the
people who worked at Wendy's were college students. Since we were all studying a
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variety of subjects, conversations were often learning experiences about a variety of topics
ranging from art to accounting. For many of us, the social life would continue outside of
Wendy's. We would go on picnics together or form Softball leagues, etc. Some of the
friendships I had developed continue to this day. I decided that working somewhere totally
away from academia was an important way to try to balance my life. In retrospect, I
believe my life was very unbalanced at that time. I do not mean to imply that there was
something wrong with my life. I just feel that when you are trying to learn so much in
such a short period of time, your life tends to become unbalanced. You have to shift focus
toward what you need to do in order to master what you want to do. Since there never
seems to be enough time to accomplish your goals, you must sacrifice activities which do
not play a key role in achieving your goals.
In my case, I had clearly defined goals, and I was willing to do whatever was
necessary to accomplish those goals. I knew, for example, that I wanted to learn how to
become an artist. I also knew that I was going to have to focus at least a two year block of
time in order to assess my abilities. At the end of the two year period, I would decide what
the next step was based on the results of the work I had produced. Defining my goals over
a two year period helpedme to prioritize the activities ofmy life during that period. It also
helped me to have a sense of perspective during that time in my life . Finally, when it
became necessary to make sacrifices in my life, I could at least take solace in the fact that
my objectives were being achieved.
Though I thought the external diversion of working at Wendy's was helping to
balance my life, I now realize I had given the job too much ofmy personal time. I gave the
job secondary priority to academic work. It really became another situation on which I had
to focus. Although my concentration decreased, as I became more accomplished, my
responsibilities atWendy's increased as I became one of the elder crew members. By the
end of the first year, I knew the general operation of the restaurant very well. My role
within the ranks changed from that of a student to that of a teacher. My duties even
involved training management trainees. Because Imaintained a sense of pride about doing
a good job forWendy's, I tried to instil a sense of pride and dignity to younger and newer
crew members. I would often see new crew members acting embarrassed about
performing such menial tasks as cleaning a restroom or mopping floors. I wanted those
who felt that this kind ofwork was undignified to realize that dignity was something which
emanated from within you. You can have a sense of pride doing any sort of work so long
as you do it to the best of your abilities.
Unfortunately, I was not always successful at influencing the crew members. I
really took it to heart to see young people feeling defeated. I knew that if they could not
improve their self esteem, they could not improve their lives. Part of the problem was that
many people became discouraged and didn't remain employed at Wendy's for very long.
There never seemed to be enough stability in management or crew to give everyone the
sense of unity which the founding group of people had. I realized that having a stable
environment was important to form a sense of bonding between people. I experienced that
in the formative months ofWendy's, and at the art studios and classrooms at college.
You might think being an artist should only involve self indulgent antisocial
behavior. However, you do not have to look very far to find artists who share similar
philosophies and ideas, congregated into groups ormovement.
Artists seem to use a group environment as a source of support for their ideas, and
for a resource which contributes ideas to the artists. It seems here that the individuals
within the group benefit from the group's shared ideas and knowledge. The group may or
may not find it necessary to formalize and structure its ideas in a treatise.
Obviously, some kinds of groups may require more structuring and formalization
than other kinds of groups. In the case of a restaurant crew, individuals must perform a
specific task or group of tasks in coordination with others within the group to complete the
overall goal : serving the customer. In this case, the emphasis is on the primary goal of the
group's function rather than on the goals of individuals within the group.
It is important for people who have leadership roles, within a group to provide a
sense of purpose to those who are working to achieve the group's goal. Individuals within
the group must understand what their goal is, the purpose of the jobs they perform in
achieving the overall goal, and the value of the individual's effort contributes to
successfully achieving the goal.
Because the leadership was constantly changing, about two times per year, at
Wendy's, the level of communication between management and crew deteriorated. As time
went on, the restaurant's operations increasingly were performed by fewer experienced
people who acted as individuals, not as crew members.
I continued to work at Wendy's in spite of its problems. I would always seem to
meet new people who helped to make the effort worthwhile. Besides, I had spent about
three years of my life at Wendy's, and I felt somewhat settled. When I finally left I
retained an overall good feeling about the time I spent there. I left with a sense of
mastering a profession. I left with an appreciation of what team work can accomplish and
what individuals can contribute. I also was able to experience life outside of the academic
world, at least for a little while, each week.
1980 marked the end of two years of education at Munson Williams Proctor
Institute and Mohawk Valley Community College. I had successfully completed the
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requirements needed to obtain an associates degree of fine arts. I had also taken steps to
continue training in Fine Arts. I applied to the bachelor of fine arts programs of both
Syracuse University and the State University of New York at Purchase ("S.U.N.Y.
Purchase"). Both colleges seemed to offer an excellent opportunity to expand my
horizons. In the end, however, I decided to remain in the Utica area.
Although I had, initially, thought I would be able to continue my education outside
the Utica area, I did not make the move when the time came. This left me in a state of
limbo, because I had not made any contingency plans in the event I did not attend
S.U.N.Y., Purchase. S.U.N.Y., Purchase was the institution I had decided to attend for
a couple of reasons.
First of all, the cost of attending Syracuse University was substantially higher than
I could comfortably afford. I didn't want to borrow a large amount of money to attend
college. Since I lived at home, I didn't qualify for many other types of financial aid. I
guess my family was too wealthy to qualify for financial aid and too poor to afford to send
me to college out of their own pockets. I could borrow a reasonable amount ofmoney and
work part time in order to pay for my education at S.U.N.Y., Purchase.
The second reason why I decided to attend S.U.N.Y., Purchase over Syracuse
University was that two ofmy closest friends from art school were planning to continue
their education at Purchase.
Bill Moakler and Jerry Siver were, and continue to be, very close friends ofmine.
During the second year of school at M.W.P.I. The friendship the three of us shared really
solidified. As we got to know one another more, we just seemed to enjoy our friendships
more. Sometimes, we would work together on projects outside of the classroom studios.
Most of the time however, we were friends who worked separately on our projects. In
some ways we were similar in our philosophies, but, really, we were three very different
people.
To me, Bill Moakler was the introspective person of the three of us. He searched
within himself and was able to draw from the depth of his character for his artistic
inspiration. Bill did use scenes from the real world as the sources of his compositions.
Bill seemed to focus on industrial architecture as the primary subject for his expression.
However, the images he created told more about himself than they reported on the subject.
Bill would create drawings and paintings which were rich with the textures of the materials
he used to create the works. If he used a piece of graphite he would not try to disguise the
raw character of the marks the graphite stick would make against the paper. Much ofBill's
paintings and drawings had a heavy and dark feeling to them. However, I would not feel
disturbed or depressed when viewing his work. In fact, Bill was able to make dark
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industrial scenes look dreamlike. They would also convey a sense of stillness rather than
activity.
Today, Bill Moakler lives in Brooklyn, New York. To support himself, Bill works
as a skilled frame maker. He makes museum quality frames for othermore famous artists
to support himself. Each day, Bill returns to his studio and home to continue working on
his art.
Jerry Siver was the flamboyant one of us. Jerry is tall, muscular, and very
personable. His big white teeth and broad smile could disarm the most hostile person. Not
only that , Jerry is one of those disgusting people who can do almost anything well. His
drawing and painting style was filled with color and activity. Jerry also had the control and
sensitivity necessary to extrude the most graceful forms from a lump of ceramic clay using
a potter's wheel. Jerry is also a skilled woodworker. He often constructed three
dimensional design projects from wood.
Today, Jerry continues to work with wood in his professional life. He designs
cabinets and furniture for private clients. Jerry occasionally dabbles with personal
expressions of art. At this time, however, his profession occupies most of his time.
Since I have been describing how I perceive my friends personalities, at that time, I
might as well describe how I perceivemy personality at that time. I was the confident and
sometimes arrogant one of us. To some extent I was the glue which caused the three of us
to bond as a group.
During the middle of the second year atM.W.P.I., I became increasingly confident
aboutmy abilities as an artist. By the time I became close friends with Bill and Jerry, I was
feeling like I was doing the right thing with my life by studying art. However, I didn't
seem to search deep within myself for artistic inspiration. Instead, I looked outside myself
for artistic inspiration. Inspiration came from visual sources which would strike a spark
and excite me. When I first started drawing, I interpreted a visual experience very
realistically. As I learned more about the patterns which can be extracted from a visual
experience, I found new ways to interpret what I was seeing. In fact, the way I actually
perceived reality began to change. I realized that there is so much information in what we
see thatwe usually do not pay any attention to.
However, if an artist wants to capture the feeling of a particular visual experience,
they have to understand the essence ofwhat they are looking at. They must also detect the
subtleties of the experience such as the warmth or coolness of a color. By increasing your
consciousness about what you are experiencing, you can better editorialize your artwork to
convey the feelings you want it to convey.
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My work at that time was bold and colorful. Most ofmy work was in oil paint on
masonite. I tended to abstract from reality the shapes, patterns, and colors which I felt best
worked for the composition and theme. Most ofmy work was observed from reality.
So, there we were, three very different people bonded by our similarities as well as
by our differences. We had all been successful in achieving our goals at college. Now, it
was time to take on the second big adventure; going away to college. There was only one
problem which arose with me. I just couldn't leave Utica. I decided to break the plans and
dreams that Jerry, Bill, and I had shared. I decided to break the only plans I had made to
continue my education. I know that in some ways, I was ready to leave Utica. However,
the uncertainties which I was about to face by leavingUtica prevented me from taking the
risk.
Part of what held me to the Utica area were concerns I had for a relatively new
relationship I was involved in. Sue was a young lady I met while working at Wendy's.
We had crossed paths at the end of each day at the time clock which was located next to the
Frosty machine. Sue worked the evening shift while I was working the day shift.
Sometimes, our shifts would coincide or overlap on the weekends. Since Sue lived very
close to where I lived, we would share a ride to work whenever our schedule coincided.
Sue and I were friends for well over a year before we realized that there might be
something more between us. When we finally realized the state of our relationship was
changing, we had little time to decide what steps would benefit the relationship. Because
of the newness of our romance, I strongly felt that we could not survive a long term, long
distance relationship. We hadn't spent enough time to solidify the relationship to make the
stress of separation seem worthwhile to endure. Of course, this was my opinion. Sue did
not agree with that idea at all. She thought it was important forme to do what was best for
my life. I guess I did, too. So, I stayed in Utica. As many months unfolded, Sue also
agreed that it was alright from her perspective, as well. Our relationship grew close and
strong. Later on in our lives this relationship would be tested again, and again.
My relationship with Sue was not the only issue which influenced me to stay in
Utica. In the end, I think I used that issue to rationalize why I should not leave Utica.
Why I did not leave Utica really stemmed from my inability to conquer my fears and
anxieties about the unknown.
You see, I had only moved one other time in my life, when I was about seven years
old. At that time, my parents moved to a house which was about half a mile away from the
apartment complex in which we were living. At twenty two years old, I had only traveled
as far away as Southern Pennsylvania from Utica. Although I had wanted to take an
adventure, I had no idea how to do it. I was not one who liked to do things without being
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able to predict or control the outcome. I don't like to take action without a plan. Also, I
wanted the security I knew all of my life while living at home. Finally, I was not
confident that I could make it on my own. So, when it came right down to the wire, I just
was not ready.
It was with mixed emotions that I watched my friends leave Utica to take on the
great adventure. Like so many times before, in my life, I felt left behind. Each time I felt
that way, I would hear the words of an old high school friend (who was also named Sue)
echo in my mind. "David, you're like the Rock of Gibraltar. You'll always be here (in
Utica), when I come home to visit."I hated hearing those words! After all, I was an
adventurer inside, wasn't I? I wanted to see the world, and do new and exciting things
with my life. I was so angry with myself. I was imprisoned by my anxieties. I felt like a
failure for not being able to conquermy fears. I thought I had a mind which could solve all
sorts of problems. Why then did it seem impossible for me to do the things I dreamed of
doing?
Well, I let this chance slip by. It was too late to change my mind. I would have to
wait at least another semester before I could try to go away to college. In the meantime, it
was important to keep my momentum going. I enrolled in art classes at M.W.P.I, once
again. I wanted to stay in touch with the academic world. However, I had anxieties about
returning to an environment which was familiar yet somehow inappropriate. I thought I
would feel like a high school student who didn't graduate with his class. I didn't want the
faculty at M.W.P.I. to perceive me as someone who was unable to push forward. I
perceived myself in that way.
Because of these feelings, I went back to M.W.P.I. feeling like I had done
something terribly wrong. I did not know if I had somehow offended those teachers who
had so much faith in me. So, I reentered classes at M.W.P.I. with my tail between my
legs. However, when classes got underway, I continued right where I left off in the
spring; learning and working. Since most of the
students'faces had changed, there was a
new feeling to a familiar surrounding. The faculty treated me as they had in the past. I
discussed my situation with them and they offered ways to help me.
One suggestion Fran made to me was to look into a program that the State
University ofNew York, College of Technology (S.U.N.Y. Tech"), located in Utica, was
starting. S.U.N.Y. Tech had collaborated with M.W.P.I., during the summer break, to
form a new Bachelor degree program. The degree would not be a fine arts degree.
S.U.N.Y. Tech was instead, offering a general studies degree.
I began looking into the possibility ofworking up a curriculum, which best suited
my interests, between the two schools. S.U.N.Y. Tech offered, as its name implies,
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technically and vocationally oriented courses. Included in its degree programs was a
complete nursing curriculum. This meant that S.U.N.Y. Tech offered a wide variety of
health and science related courses. It was hard to imagine, but I might have something to
get excited over, after all! I could see the opportunity to delve deeper into the natural
sciences while continuing withmy art work.
By the spring of 1981, the foundation was in place for me to be back in school full
time once again. It felt really good to have a plan to work from. I was feeling better about
the decision I made to remain in Utica. Sue and I were doing well, I continued to work at
Wendy's, and life was stable and safe.
In the end, the additional three years I would spend in Uticawould prove to be very
beneficial. During that time I would gain the background necessary to enter a graduate
program at the Rochester Institute of Technology in Medical Illustration. However, I did
not know that back in 1981. I was trying to prepare myself for some sort of masters
degree. I just wasn't sure whether to become an artist or a scientist when I grew up.
I also realized that since there was no school or university in Utica that offered a
masters degree in art or science, I would have to leave the Utica area to continue my
education. I made up mymind to be ready to make thatmove when the time came.
Life at S.U.N.Y. Tech was sufficiently different to give me a feeling of newness
about college. There was a much higher ratio of people about my age and older. Quite a
few of my classmates were professionals by day. Most of the classes I attended at
S.U.N.Y. Tech were held in the evening. During the day, I was attending six hour long
studio art courses held atM.W.P.I.
Most of the courses I attended at S.U.N.Y. Tech were requirements for the nursing
students. I was probably the only student who wasn't a professional nurse. I really didn't
mind being the unique one in the class. The other students didn't seem to mind having an
outsider in their midst. They were very open and friendly toward me. They would even
share some of their warped nursing humor with me. Little did I know how well I would
understand their humor in the future.
I found the courses and faculty at S.U.N.Y. Tech both interesting and very
challenging. It was not difficult forme to get totally involved with such subjects as human
physiology, genetics, and organic chemistry. It sometimes felt like I was studying twice as
much as I should have to learn the material presented. I did not mind studying so long as
the results of the work reflected the effort.
One of the courses I found especially enjoyable and unique was organic chemistry.
This was the first science course I had taken that had involved analytical laboratory work.
15
The instructor for the course was Dr. Ray Jeasitis. Ray told me, at the beginning of the
course, that I might possess the right aptitude for this kind of study.
As it turned out, I did quite well in organic chemistry. Success didn't come without
an awful lot of work. There were so many formulas and reactions to conceptually
understand. Once you understood the basis concepts of atoms and molecules, and the
energies which make them react, you had to apply that knowledge. We would have to
design reactions to create or reform molecules. We had to understand what reactions to use
and when to use them during a given process. In the laboratory, this knowledge was
necessary to analyze a chemical compound to determine its molecular structure. Organic
chemistry was a discipline which required abstract and imaginative thinking. Trying to
analyze the molecular composition of a gas, liquid, or solid was like trying to put a puzzle
together without being able to see or even touch the pieces. You had to rely on clues to
provide information about the shape and image on each piece. You had to be able to open
yourmind to ask the correct question whose correct answermight provide the right clues.
A year earlier, in three dimensional design class, our instructor, Everet Adelman,
presented a project which posed a similar challenge for our minds to ponder. One
assignment involved creating some sort of sculpture or environment which could be
experienced by the participant without the participant being able to see what they were
involved with. The participant was blind folded all other senses could be used, i.e. smell,
touch. The objectwas for the artist to give enough information about the work they created
in order that the sightless participant could determine what the object or environment was.
It took a great deal of imagination to design the right clues for the participant to determine
what the work of art was. Since all of the artist also acted as participants we were able to
experience this problem for both points of view. The participants also had to use senses in
other ways to understand what the clues meant. Going through this exercise really helped
me to be able to form mental pictures derived from data which did not enter my brain
through visual means.
Organic chemistry involved visualizing atoms andmolecular structures which had
never been seen before. It also involved visualizing what was feasible for the architecture
of molecules based on their atomic characteristics. Working with either unseen or
unknown commodities was something I never before experienced in a science course. In a
biology course, for example, I learned about structure and function about concepts that
were already known. I experienced things thatwere tangible like cells under amicroscope.
We did not go beyond to explore the possibilities that were intangible or theoretical. That
may have been because these courses were foundation courses. They provided the
building blocks for us to expand upon.
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My experiences in organic chemistry provided some insight as to what research
science is all about. It taught me how imagination and abstract thinking are important
processes in beginning to formulate concepts about the universe. It also taught me how to
depart from what is already known and ask what if?
The feeling of expansion and departure for the foundation studies was something I
was experiencing in art courses as well. Faculty at M.W.P.I. allowed me to take time to
explore the paths I wanted to explore. Most of the studio work I produced during that time
was created outside the classroom environment. I knew that if I was to produce art work
throughout my life, I would have to be self motivated and self disciplined. Most of the
faculty at M.W.P.I. dispelled the notion that artists can only be creative when they are in
the mood to be creative.
It seems to me now that overcoming inertia and gaining momentum have a lot to do
with an artist's ability to be creative and to produce work. I think that analogy can be
applied to any aspect of living that requires working and growing.
Certainly, we must exercise our bodies at regular intervals in order to stay in
condition to continue exercising. We must gradually increase the intensity and duration of
workouts in order to grow beyond a current level of conditioning. We also cannot
immediately increase the amount of exercise we do daily by large increments. We have to
increase gradually, and continuously, one step at a time.
Similarly, creativity and productivity must also be maintained, sustained, and
gradually increased in order to grow. Creativity may have moments of explosiveness in an
artists life. However, if the artist does not control and direct the explosion, that artist may
not be able to keep the momentum going. They just may burn out of ideas and desire.
They might also be overwhelmed over the number of ideas in their mind if they can not
articulate them.
I also believe that staying in artistic shape is very important. What I mean is that an
artist is better able to learn and grow from their creative explosions if they are in condition
to handle these explosions. Their skills should be maintained so they can effectively
interpret what they are thinking.
Those skills are both physical and mental. Your mind should be keen, observant,
and to some extent, passionate. An artist's mind has to be able to process what it feels into
what it thinks. It then has to be able to use both thought and feeling to express itself
through the language of art. For that process, the mind needs a good set of tools. Those
tools can be any part of our bodies as well as tools we create as extensions of our bodies.
When our body is the tool, we have to keep it ready to use when we need it. For example,
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if we want to express ourselves through drawing, we must have eye to hand coordination
in tune. Ifwe have not been drawing for a while, that process may be totally out of shape.
For people who are students, thatmight not seem evident to you at this time in your
life. Students are usually in very good shape. They have to produce a lot ofwork during
their education. Almost every day involves a mental and a physical exercise that correlates
to artistic expression. However, when you leave the academic life, you might be faced
with the reality of losing the skills you do not use. How then could you possibly have
artistic growth when you don't even have the skills you used to have?
It has been many years since I have used the tools I used to use as an artist. I know
that I am terribly out of shape. I do not see things with the openness I once did. I don't
seem to have time to explore the possibilities. Right now, I work as a computer graphic
artist and computer animator. This is a profession which consists of long hours, short
deadlines, and never enough time to do work the way you would ideally like. Instead, you
are in constant state of compromise based on the economics of time and money. You try to
do the best you can with the parameters you have to work within.
The fact that you are working within parameters can be very confining. Most
times, those parameters can stunt the grand vision of the work you want to create. Still,
there is a challenge for creating work which conveys the essence of the grand idea while
adhering to the real life parameters.
An artist whose goal is to deal with their own personal growth should leave as
much freedom to explore as possible. The only deadline you should be involved with is
your life time. If you should decide to make a living at showing and selling your work,
beware of the pitfalls you may encounter. At the point that you are earning a living from
your work, you are placing responsibilities on your creativity which can limit your
creativity.
What if you produced a series of paintings that were shown at a local gallery which
sold better than any other works you ever produced? Would you continue to produce
works that were clones of those successful pieces? If your agent or the gallery that handled
your art requested more work on that same theme, what would you do?
My point is that when you rely on selling your art work as a way to make a living,
you are involving your art in a service oriented business. If you need the money you make
from art to pay your rent and feed yourself, you will have to produce work that sells. That
work may represent you in terms of personal style. However, that workmay not be what
you want it to be or need it to be at that time of your life.
Yes, it is true that there are some artists who can have both creative freedom and
vast incomes from the sale of such work. I would not discourage artists from seeking
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both. I am saying that if you compromise your identity for business, you may not be
happy with what you have done.
That is a point where I am at in my life, right now. I have devoted five years ofmy
life to commercial art. Since I have left college to join the professional world, I have
produced one painting and started three drawings for my own needs.
That fact certainly is not reminiscent of the last three years I spent at M.W.P.I. At
that time, I lived with my parents, worked atWendy's , went to night classes, and painted.
What was interesting is that I had less time for self exploration than I have today.
However, I did not have to draw or paint for a client all day either. My artistic tools were
rested and ready to be put to use to express my feelings. I was fresh to try solving the
problems I was asking.
So, how do I return to creating art work that is the product of personal exploration?
Do I have to leave the commercial art business? Do I try to somehow involve more ofmy
thoughts in commercial work?
Well, I doubt that I will work in a profession that does not have to do with
commercial art of some form. I have enjoyed the growth I have experienced in learning
computer graphics as it applies to television. I put myself in my work in so far as using
styles I have developed and techniques I have developed. Growth also comes in learning
the specialties of the profession. The technology is constantly changing. Computer
graphics artists have to know how to use computers as tools.
We also play a different role in the outcome of a client's project. We may be part of
a team ofpeople who must work together in coordinated effort to produce a project. There
may be several artists involved producing various components of the project. Once the
work by the artists are completed, producers and editors will take all of the art department's
raw components, as well as components derived from other sources (such as location
footage), to create the final product. Many times the computer graphic artist does not have
the opportunity to see the final product. They often have a number of projects in the works
simultaneously.
Therefore, it is often difficult to derive the same sense of completing the course of
an idea in this profession. In fact, the people who probably have a greater sense of the total
idea are those producing the project; and they rarely have the opportunity to do the hands
on creation. In a sense, the artists, camera people, editors, and other staff in a video
production company are tools that producers use to interpret their ideas into television
language. However, unlike nonhuman tools, individuals contribute their ideas, and
personal styles to the production of the project. Therefore, the final product may be
different from the original idea.
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In some instances, clients may bring in projects which have already been highly
structured. Each frame of the program to be produced is sometimes accounted for. In
those situations, it is everyone's job to make sure that a program is produced to the
predetermined specifications.
You might think that this kind of work would be very confining, and therefore,
unpleasant to create. I find, however, that well planned projects are far more enjoyable to
work on. This is because everyone who is involved in the project can be prepared to best
utilize theirwork time. Since computer graphics suites are charged by an hourly rate, and
that rate is two hundred to six hundred dollars per hour, the artist must have a good idea of
what they are to produce before they actually start working on a project. Otherwise, they
could underbid a project in the planning stages of the project, costing their company money
and time.
Often, when a project is well planned, the client works with the artists, editors,
camera, and lighting personnel during the planning stages. This allows us to not only aid
the client in the actual design of the project, it allows us to advise the client on:
1 ) efficient methods ofproducing the project
2) what raw materials must be created before work can actually begin on the
project, e.g. storyboards, studio sets
3) what pitfalls might be encountered during the course of production.
Of course, not all of the work which comes into a video production facility is so
meticulously planned by the clients. I would estimate over fifty percent of the work which
we create has very little preplanning. For example: a clientmay call up our company and
tell one of the account executives that they would like to create a logo using Paintbox (a two
dimensional computer graphics paint system). The client may then have a brief telephone
conversation with myself or another artist. Once a verbal understanding is reached between
client and artist, time is scheduled to work on the logo. However, in this case the artist did
not see visual material. There was no script or storyboard to provide the artist with a plan
to work from.
Unfortunately, these kinds of projects usually come with very small budgets.
Apparently, the client feels it would be too costly or too time consuming to preplan the
project. These projects also result from situations where the producer's client decides, at
the lastminute, that they need to create a video program, suddenly, their needs become our
problems. After all, television production is a service oriented business.
It is situations like these that give me the largest headaches. If the project has little
planning and little money, relative to the requirements of the project, then I have the
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responsibility of somehow making the project happen within these tight guidelines. That
requires me to use previously acquired knowledge in a creatively new way.
In situations where clients have done little planning, have a tight deadline, but have
a lot ofmoney, I may have to work round the clock in order to produce the
clients'jobs. I
have worked as many as three twenty four hour shifts in a single week. I have also
worked seventy two consecutive hours for one session. The only rest periods I would
take, during these sessions, were for food, restroom needs, and cat naps for fifteen
minutes or so. Often, I found that even five minutes of quality sleep could refresh me
enough to work for three or fourmore hours!
When I first got involved with television I found working under this kind of
extreme pressure to be a challenge. It really does test your abilities to concentrate and to
create. You also find out where your physical and emotional breaking points are.
During the first three years of the five years I have been in television I would get a
flu like illness every two or three months. I believe it was caused by sheer exhaustion.
Now the challenge has turned to a grind. I dread having these kind of under the
gun projects to work on. I try my best to prevent them from happening but sometimes they
are just unavoidable.
One way I have found to reduce the amount of new work I must generate for each
project is to save elements from previous projects. I have become a computer graphics
pack rat. I save all kinds of seemingly nonsense elements from prior projects in the event
they might come in handy again someday. Consequently, I have computer diskpacks that
store thousands of megabytes of important objects such as: three dimensional jukebox, a
brick wall, a metallic gold checkmark, a satellite, etc.
The Quantel Paintbox can actually store portions of a frame of video as a cut out.
The element that has been cut out can then be composited into another scene. It can be used
over and over again as well. Cut outs allow computer artist a way to create collages from
video images. It is also just one ofmany ways computer artists are able to use a computer.
As you might have noticed in the last ten pages or so, I have diverged from the path
and structure I had planned to take for the duration of this paper. I chose to skip a block of
time from where I was to where I am because I wanted to contrast the changes I have made
as an artist between past and present. I have reread the paper in its entirety to this point for
the first time.
Overall, I feel the paper is written with a sense of romanticism of the past. I have
even painted the struggle, pain, and anxiety I experienced in undergraduate school in a
romantic light.
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I spoke about artists searching for truth. I spoke of my quest for the truth. I
remember how it felt to be searching for the truth. Forme the truth about searching for the
truth is that it was often a painful experience. I was often tearing personal wounds open,
thinking that somehow the source of the injury would lie deep inside the wound.
For example, starting to work atWendy's was a much more painful experience for
me than I led you to believe earlier. Imagine being in your early twenties, and going to
work at a place where young teenagers were working. I was not at their level ofmental
development. However, in other ways, I realized I was younger than my chronological
age. I did not enjoy swallowing that pill. Nor did I enjoy being a subordinate to some
people whom I felt were notmaking intelligent decisions.
It took a while for me to discover that my self esteem could be nurtured or
destroyed by myself. What was going on around me could only hurt me if I let it. So, I
stopped looking inward. I stopped asking myself "what are you doing withyourself?"I
decided to continue walking down the path that I started walking on.
When I could see a place to turn off I might chose to turn off. Then again Imight
delay making a decision and choose too late; as I did when I decided not to go to S.U.N.Y.
Purchase. You see, what I didn't tell you is that I changedmy mind about staying in Utica.
By the time I got my courage up to attend S.U.N.Y. Purchase it was too late. Believe me,
I did not merely dust myself off and prepare new plans. I agonized over what I thought
was the biggestmistake I had ever made. I was in horrible shape formonths afterward. I
felt that I lacked strength, courage, and wisdom. I felt like a failure for returning to
MunsonWilliam Proctor Institute. I remembered Fran saying to me prior to graduation of
junior college that I should move on. He said that too many people made the mistake of
becoming fixtures at the school. He said that the faculty were not our parents and we
should not look to them to nurture us because we might be insecure. Those were harsh
words to me. Still, I could not have agreed with him more. So imagine how I felt
returning to the nest when Pop threw me out of the nest a few months earlier and thought I
should fly! I returned to M.W.P.I, with more than my tail between my legs; I returned to
M.W.P.I. feeling like I was in the fetal position with my thumb in my mouth.
Looking back, it is hard to want to relive the unpleasant times of your life. If you
do relive them, you want to sparkle the pain and suffering with language that glorifies the
struggle.
To me, struggles are not glorious because you are struggling to conquer your
problems. Struggling is merely a necessary evil that every living creature goes through
from day to day to survive. In the case of human creatures, we sometimes decide the
things we want to struggle for. However, in order to have that luxury, we need to have
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enough time left over after we have struggled for food, clothing, and shelter. It seems to
me that no matter what these abstract goals are that we choose to struggle for, part of the
profits from the struggle must go to pay the bills. Struggling to develop our minds and
bodies sometimes seems like a game we play to entertain ourselves. It seems like humans
need a purpose in order to validate their struggle.
I am not asking for a pat on my back by you, the reader, for my accomplishments.
I merely did what I was supposed to do. I realize that if you do not keep struggling and
working in life, you cannot grow. If you stop struggling, you will eventually die. Living
things must compete to live. With human beings and other social creatures, those who are
strong physically, mentally, or both, survive.
In my opinion, the rewards in this game are what you perceive them to be. If there
is a silver lining in every cloud, it is only because you, the perceiver, thinks it to be there.
Unlike any other creature on earth, human beings can mold their realities. They can
do this either as individuals or as nations. If, however, you chose to do it as an individual,
the rest of society might label you as a genius, insane person, or an artist.
All of us try to make reality fit the way we want it to fit in our lives. When events
happen that are beyond our control, such as violent acts of nature or physical illness we
think of these things as senseless acts. After all, where is the point to all of the pain,
suffering, and struggle caused by a large earthquake or a disease like A.I.D.S.? Those
things are not included in our perception of reality. So often we discard these events as
being someone else's problems, as not being part of our lives. In that way, we can keep
our perception of reality in tact until a senseless act happens to us.
Forme, it is important to understand all events thatmake up the reality I perceive. I
do not believe that all events which happen to us in life happen for a reason. That kind of
thinking implies that someone or something is sending events into your life to teach you a
lesson. If events are sent to you by other human beings, then there may be intentions for
the events. If events are caused by nature, then I believe that they are unintentional acts not
necessarily senseless acts. It is up to us to understand a cause and effect mechanism for
these unintentional acts. That is why meteorologists study weather and pathophysiologists
study disease.
It took me a great deal of time to realize that unintentional acts are not senseless
acts. If you were to assume an act was senseless merely because you could notmake sense
of it then you would invalidate the sense you perceived from other acts, because they did
notmake sense until you derived theirmeaning. Either all acts are senseless, or all acts can
be interpreted sensibly. The act does not offer the lesson it is up to you to learn a lesson
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from the act. In this way, you develop more methods of understanding reality. In this way
you can maintain your sanity when reality changes quickly or violently.
At no time in my life has my perceptions of reality been challenged as it was during
the first two years I lived in Rochester. At no time in my life have I been more confused
about what constitutes a sane reality and what constitutes an insane reality. This time in my
life also represents some of the greatest struggles and pains I have ever known. Much of
the experiences I had still remain as deeply painful memories. I have not made much sense
ofmany events that occurred during 1983 and 1985. Those events continue to place holes
in my sense of reality.
Up to this point, I have chosen not to deal with those events. Instead I have chosen
to just keep walking down the path and leave those events behind me. I am, at this
moment, very reluctant to look back. I know those events are still in my memory. They
have prevented me from putting the overall time I spent in Rochester into perspective.
They have also preventedme from completing my graduate work until now.
When I left R.I.T. in 1985, 1 just wanted to put the whole experience behindme. It
wasn't that R.I.T. as an institution was at fault. It was because R.I.T. was the reason why
I was where I was. R.I.T. and Rochester were the places where I was living my life.
What was different about my experiences at R.I.T. from any other academic
experiences I had previously were that
R.I.T.'
s experiences were not about academics or
art; they were about life and death.
In the winter of 1982, 1 decided that I definitely wanted to pursue a master's degree
program, at R.I.T., in Medical Illustration. Having taken so many science courses at
S.U.N.Y. Tech, and thoroughly enjoying them, helped me feel confident that I was
making a good decision. I also realized that I was not willing to give up art to strictly
devote my life to science.
In fact, working independently through M.W.P.I. really helped solidify the
knowledge that artistic expression was an important part ofmy life. I perceivedmyself as
an artist. Studying medical illustration was an ideal way to expand the horizons of two
worlds I wanted to continue exploring the world of art and science. However, I weighed
the scales so that knowledge in science would be used as a resource for artistic expression
more than vice versa.
I seemed to me that the philosophy of the medical illustration program at R.I.T.
echoed that view more than other institutions I looked into. Many institutions put medical
illustrators through the equivalent of medical school, while focusing little on artistic
growth. R.I.T.'s program however, was offering a masters degree in medical illustration
through their College of Fine and Applied Arts, not through their College of Science.
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RT.T.'s emphasis was geared to exposing an artist to the various medical environments a
medical illustrator might be working in while emphasizing that a medical illustrator is an
artist.
So I made the decision and planned to attend R.I.T. after being accepted. Oh, there
was one minor detail that I would have to take care of in order to gain acceptance into
R.I.T.'s curriculum. I would have to obtain a semester's worth of credits in general
chemistry. That was something I was not aware of until after the beginning of the spring
semester at S.U.N.Y. Tech. Therefore, I had to take a very intense general chemistry
summer course atUtica College.
Needless to say, the summer of 1983 was very busy. I had made arrangements to
live in Rochester with one ofmy oldest and closest friends, John Pettigrew. I called John
up and asked him if he could help me through college by taking in a roommate. John lived
with two other roommates and had to discuss the situation with them. When John called
me a few days later, he informed me that I could live in his room rent free! I would stay as
a guest during the academic year.
I was extremely grateful for the hospitality that John and his roommates had
extended to me. I could focus on my studies while not worrying about how I was going to
afford putting a roof overmy head. However, I felt uneasy about being a year long guest
in someone's home, especially since I didn't know two of the people that I would be
staying with. I was really worried because this was going to be a totally new experience
for me. I had nothing in my past that could help me emotionally prepare for what was
going to happen to me. I felt like I was preparing to go to war rather than away to college.
As it turned out, that analogy may have not been far from the truth.
A week before classes were to begin at R.I.T., I packed up my 1970 AMC Rebel
SST and drove to Rochester. I can still see the tears in Sue's eyes as I looked at her
through the rear view mirror of the car. Then she got on her bicycle and rode toward her
home in the opposite direction. I began to wonder if I would ever see her or anyone I
loved ever again. I was twenty six years old, and I had never been away from home
before. It was also the first time I had done something so new and different. During the
drive to Rochester, I felt some of the most anxious moments I had known to that point in
my life. I was surprised however, to realize that I was not thinking of turning back toward
home. I knew the kind of guilt and regret I would have felt if I had turned back. So, like a
rat running from two electric shock poles I moved away from the pole that shocked me
previously toward the pole that was going to shock me.
One sensation that I was feeling that I had never felt before, but had hoped that I
would feel someday, was the sense of adventure. For the first time in my life I was
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exploring a new life. Although John was going to be there when I arrived I knew that I
would basically have to figure out this situation on my own. That was exhilarating to
experience. My mind and body were just on active bundle of nerves driving on the New
York State Thruway that day.
When I arrived at John's house that afternoon, I was greeted by John. It was really
good to see him. John and I would only see each other once or twice a year, during
holidays, since the time he left Utica back in 1975. He had not changed much in
appearance. Still, there was something very unfamiliar about this old friend. He was not
in the environment I had known him from. Part of his identity was in the neighborhood we
grew up in. Being with him in a strange place for the very first time remindedme of being
in a dream. Do you know the feeling of being with familiar people in strange places? To
me, it just seemed so unreal.
Well, the day passed as John and I talked and I unpacked the few possessions I
had. As John and I talked, I would drift off and think about home. I wondered if it even
really existed. I wondered if it would continue to exist without me. Does it seem a little
hard to imagine that someonemy age could be wondering these kinds of things?
Toward the end of the afternoon, John got ready to go over to his girlfriend's
house. I asked him for directions to Saint John's Fisher College. One of Sue's
girlfriends, Kathy Smith, was attending there. I thought I would go see her. John was on
his way and I hopped on my bicycle for a several mile ride.
I know you're going to grow tired of hearing this, but I had never ridden my bike
on unfamiliar streets. Forme, going to Rochester was like going to the moon! I had never
done anything like it before. I rode west on East Avenue from Thayer Street until I found
Fisher college. However, classes had not yet begun at Saint John's Fisher College. Kathy
obviously was not there. I had no idea what to do. I didn't want to go back to John's
house because John was gone. I had not met his roommates, either. However, John was
gone for the day, so at some point I would have to go back. How was I going to introduce
myself? Maybe I would say, "Hi, I'm Dave, the guy you've adopted for the next
year!"
This was not a comfortable situation in which to be.
I decided to walkmy bike for a while, so I could just think and soak in this strange
day. I thought I might wake up, and it would turn out to be a dream. It was real, though.
I was getting my first taste ofmaking sense of a new situation. I felt so lonely during that
walk. I missed Sue andmy family so much. It had only been a few hours since I had seen
them, but it really seemed like years.
I had no realistic sense of where I was in space or time. It was totally disorienting.
What was I supposed to do next? I just didn't know. It was then I noticed a stream of
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tears rolling down my face. I was crying, and I did not even know it. That really upset
me, because I only cry when life is really wrong.
When I finally returned to John's house later that evening, there was no one home.
So, I went into to the living room and turned the television on. I sat in a strange room
illuminated only by the light of the television. The darkness eased the feeling of
unfamiliarity. The television was the one link I had to a familiar reality. I fell asleep on the
couch.
Sometime later, I heard someone entering the living room area from the kitchen. A
voice spoke from the darkness. "Who's there?" he asked.
I replied, "Who's
there?"
The voice responded, "Oh, no! Who areyou?"
I said, "I'm
Dave."
The voice said, "Dave, Dave...you're John's buddy!"
The voice, still coming from darkness, had this strange demented laughter mixed
with the words. "I'm Chuck. I 'm one of John's buddies, too! "
Chuck turned on the living room light. There was this guy, with wild curly hair
and sun glasses, standing in the middle of the kitchen. Chuck ran in and jumped over the
back of one of the sofas and sat down.
I was beginning to get the feeling that I wasn't in John's house, but "Animal
House". It seemed that a lot of John's friends were periodic guests in his house. Chuck
did not live there at that time, but had lived with John on prior occasion.
Chuck is kind of an average height, average build looking person with the
personality of a street wise tough guy. As I got to know Chuck, it became quite apparent
that the image was merely a facade in which Chuck did not believe. He just liked to stick
his feathers out to increase his physical presence.
Chuck and I sat and talked for about a half an hour. He seemed to think I was
strange, but somehow liked my personality. Chuck helped me make the first step into
accepting the new world I was in. He too was very strange, yet very interesting. He was
too macho to admit that he was basically a nice guy. However, Chuck's facade could not
prevent his real personality from showing through. He had a bright wit and a truly
perverse sense of humor. I knew I would enjoy his company. The image he openly
portrayed reminded me of my alter ego. I do not usually show that side of myself to
anyone unless I am comfortable with them. I knew that Chuck could handle the side ofme
that I left inside most of the time. I would enjoy the time I spent with him over the years.
The next morning, I finally met the rest of the people with whom I was to stay.
Brent was a tall, muscular, outgoing guy. He reminded me a bit of Jerry Siver. He too
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wore a broad charming smile. Brent owned a gigantic black Great Dane, named Sampson.
This dog had a head the size of a horse! He was harmless, however; that is, unless he
decided to jump up to lick your face. He would knock me flat on my back. Brent worked
nights as a chef in a nearby Italian restaurant. So, Sampson was left alone a lot of times.
He was to inherit some evening company, now that I was living there.
Kevin was John's second roommate. He, too, also worked evenings as a security
guard for Mobil Plastics. Kevin was a bit more shy and quieter than Brent. I could see a
little bit of myself in Kevin. He seemed to be out of his element in this wild bachelor
environment. Yet, he seemed to enjoyed the excitement of John's apartment. Kevin was
very calm and easy to talk to. As time went on, he would be the roommate I came to know
the best.
Mike, Pat, Marty, Scott,, and Elio rounded out the gang of people that would
revolve in and out of John's apartment on a daily basis. It didn't seem tomatter if John, or
anyone else for that matter, was home. 15 Thayer Street was the gathering place and the
sanctuary of a lot of people. Since I would spend more time in this house than any other
single person, I became the host of John's residence over time.
By the end of the first week I spent in Rochester, I was beginning to have a sense
of orientation in this strange new world. I bought a road map and went bike riding as
much as I could to learn the basic layout of Rochester. I also figured out the best route
from Thayer Street to R.I.T. during those trips.
I was getting anxious with anticipation over the thoughts of starting class at R.I.T.
I was beginning to realize that everything would be alright no matter how strange it seemed
at first.
When the first day of class finally did arrive, it did not occur the way I expected it
would. I thought that the classroom environment would be very formal and serious.
Then, Mr. Wabnitz made his grand entry into our first class. He was dressed in a blue
medical gown that must have been used for a Halloween costume. Mr. Wabnitz also was
hooked up to a portable intravenous unit! He did not display that image I think most of the
students were expecting. I'm sure Mr. Wabnitz had come to expect what new students
were thinking. He wanted to dispel those notions from the very beginning.
Mr. Wabnitz is a man of humor and compassion. He is also very serious about his
work as a medical illustrator. As a veteran in the field, Mr. Wabnitz knows the stresses
and pressures medical illustrations may face in theirwork environment. On that first day of
class, Mr. Wabnitz demonstrated that humor is often the best way to keep our sanity when
we feel we are in the midst of bizarre situations.
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When I observed Mr. Wabnitz, over the course of two years at R.I.T., I was not
primarily looking to gain artistic knowledge from him; although he is a fine artist. I looked
at Mr. Wabnitz's character. I needed to know how he got through it all. We were dealing
with life and death as observers. In certain situations, we would play the role of field
reporter in an operating room. At other times, we would be involved in solitary research.
We would experience at close range, and sometimes with hands on experience, what
humanity knows and does not know about the mystery of life.
As classes began to unfold before me during the fall of 1983, 1 did not feel that
courses and curriculum were designed the way I had thought they should be. When I look
back now, I realize that I walked into R.I.T. with something that can be very dangerous; a
little knowledge. The knowledge from my undergraduate work gave me the right to
formulate opinions about what I was now experiencing. However, rather than keep an
open mind about some of the policies and curriculums I did not agree with, I would merely
vent a negative opinion about situations that I was unhappy with.
For example, I wanted more flexibility in designing the path that my science
education would take. The fact that R.I.T. wanted to keep medical illustration an artist
oriented curriculum, rather than a heavily scientifically oriented curriculum, sometimes
prevented me from doing what I personally wanted to do. There were specific courses
designed for medical illustration that were taken through the college of science. These
courses focused more on the clinical aspects ofmedical illustration. Although I had a great
interest in such courses as human physiology, pathophysiology, histology, and
parasitology, I had experienced enough work in some of these areas to make some of the
work repetitive. As a result, it was determined that I would not be required to take
physiology and pathophysiology, however, I would have to take histology and
parasitology. This was fine with me, since there was much I could learn from these
courses.
I now had a void in time that I wanted to fill with an advanced chemistry course,
such as biochemistry. Because biochemistry was not part of the specified curriculum for
medical illustrations, it was not possible to take the course. I do not remember the specifics
as to why it was not possible. It may have been a conflict of scheduling with other
courses. The class may not have been offered to anyone but biology or chemistry majors,
as well. For whatever reason, I did not get involved in intermediate level science courses.
Although I am disappointed that I was unable to accomplish a goal in graduate
school, I am more disappointed in the way I personally handled the situation. I swallowed
the no result very bitterly. It affected my attitude toward R.I.T. I failed to look at both
sides of the issue, and weigh the balance objectively. All I knew was that there was an
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administrative brick wall between me and something I wanted. Having that perception hurt
me far more than it hurt R.I.T. Perhaps if I had been more patient and mature about the
situation, there might have been a way to reach an understanding. Instead, I looked at it as
a win or lose situation. I felt like I had lost and was bitter over that feeling.
If that same situation had occurred during undergraduate school, I would have
handled the situation much better. I would have left my ego out of the situation and
listened to those who were far more experienced in education than I was. Having the first
degree under my belt gave credence for a self-righteous attitude aboutmy opinions. After
all, I knew what I was talking about. I had some depth to substantiate my opinions. I did
not realize that I did not have the right to rewrite and institute's policies to suitmy needs.
At that time, R.I.T. was also in a learning phase in terms of developing a graduate
program in medical illustration. Our class was only the second class to enter the masters
program. I did not treat R.I.T. with the patience that anyone who is learning something
new deserves. Certainly, I would not have liked to receive harsh treatment during my
formative education as an artist. Formy lack of patience, I would like to apologize to the
faculty and administration of the College ofFine and Applied Arts.
Academia was not the only place where I was struggling to order reality to suit my
needs. I was finding the living situation on Thayer Street to be a very trying experience. I
was not used to the post college bachelor lifestyle. I never knew who or what I was going
to find when I entered the apartment. It was difficult to maintain the level of cleanliness
and order to which I had grown accustomed from living with my parents. I contributed to
that maintenance at home, and I attempted to on Thayer Street, as well. However, there
were too many people using the house who did not live there. John was around the
apartment daily, but only for a couple of hours daily. He did what he could in the amount
of time he had. I did as much as I could do to house keep as a gesture of thanks for being
allowed to live there. Cleaning house was really something I did more for my peace of
mind. I don't think anyone really noticed or cared.
The social situation within the house was not working well either. I felt as though I
was being scrutinized by the other roommates. John was not at the house most of the time,
so I felt like an uninvited guest into this household. It was John's house, though. He had
the clout to allow this situation to exist. Like it or not, I needed a place to live. I just
wished it could have been a place in which I felt at home. Kevin and Brent were never
rude and often friendly. They attempted to accept me into their lives. Sometimes, it would
work out for a few weeks. Other times, I knew that they were counting the days until it
would be over.
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At one point, I offered John money to contribute to the household. He would not
accept on several grounds. First of all, that would have changed the agreement he made
with me, as well as the other roommates. Taking my money would give me a political
voice in house policies which they did not want me to have. Secondly, they didn't feel it
would be fair to take my money, since I did not have a room of my own. Remember, I
was living in John's room, which was already paid for. If I contributed to the pot, would
everyone's rent be reduced or only John's rent?
So, I stayed in limbo. I felt like a person without a home. Sometimes I would just
disregard that.it was not my home, because I needed to live a life. Occasionally, I would
invite one of my college friends over. Sometimes, I would invite Sue to visit for a
weekend without the house's approval. That went over very badly. I was scolded and told
that I didn't have these rights or privileges. Still, I did it again. I am a very defiant person.
The more I am told I cannot do something, the more I will do it
This whole situation put a strain on the friendship that John and I had for a lifetime.
Although John and I are still very good friends, we never discuss the time we spent
together on Thayer Street. I is an unresolved situation between us.
What I can say now about that situation is that I totally agree that I had no rights or
privileges officially under the agreement that John, his roommates, and I had made. That
was their home. They were giving up eight hours a day of their lives to pay for their
rights. They had the right to mess the place up. They had the right to have their friends
there whenever they wanted. I really did not even have the right to pick up after them. I
realize that was an intrusion into their lives. I was definitely wrong to defy their policies.
Defiance seemed to be something I was getting rather accomplished at.
What bothers me is that they did not agree to let me live in their house only reside
there. A human being comes with a personal and social life. I also came with an academic
life. I will say that they did allow me to have an academic life. In a household as lively as
that one was, creating quiet time could be a difficult task. They also allowed me to
participate in their social life. John would invite me to his health club to work out two or
three tines a week. I was invited to go out to bars or parties with them as well. It was only
when I attempted to socialize beyond their circle of friends while in their habitat that I met
with reprimand.
You might ask yourself by now, why didn't I move out? Well, for one thing I
didn't think I could afford to. I had no savings and had borrowed substantial amounts of
money to finance tuition alone. Secondly, I did not think I could afford the time away from
school to devote to a full time job. I did not think I could afford to support myself on a
part-time job. Finally, things were not always bad. I liked everyone very much. We were
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all trying our best under a stress filled situation. I felt sorry that Brent, Kevin, and later on,
Marty had to do this favor for a stranger. I don't know if I could do the same kind of favor
for someone else. Actually, I would never advise anyone to do what I did. I feel that it is
the best way to damage or even destroy a friendship. If I knew prior to coming to
Rochester how this arrangement was going to affect my friendship with John I would have
made other arrangements or postponed my education until I could better finance it. I never
wanted to trade my best friend for a diploma.
While the stesses outside of school were mounting up so were the stresses I
experienced within school life. I was beginning to feel like that laboratory rat again. No
matter where I ran, I was getting shocked. The stresses from academic life were not the
result of any actions taken against me by school. In fact, all was well in terms ofmy ability
tomeet the academic requirements. It was the nature of some of the academic courses that
were putting undue stress on my nerves. The course that caused the most amount of stress
in my personal life also provided the greatest amount of challenge in my academic life.
That course was gross human anatomy.
Gross anatomy was a course that I knew I was required to take as a medical
illustration student. I remember, prior to enrollment into the curriculum at R.I.T, I had a
telephone conversation with Dr. Peter Giopulos, Associate Dean of College of Fine and
Applied Art. Dr. Giopulos asked me if I was prepared to enter the environment of the
anatomy lab. He tried to somehow let me know that it could be a very stressful
environment. I told him that I would have to cross that bridge when the time came. I did
not have any idea what this experience, combined with coincidental experiences in my
personal life, were about to do to me. They would leave me forever changed.
The environment within the confines of the laboratory was part of situation that
raised questions in my mind about human behavior. People seemed capable of doing
things in the laboratory that I do not think they could have done outside of the laboratory
environment. They were not harmful acts in any way. They were just different from the
kinds of acts we would perform in the outside world.
The outside world, as I have experienced, does not seem to deal with death at all,
unless unavoidably faced with death. Our philosophy as a nation seems to center around
prolonging life against death rather than incorporating death into our life cycle. This denial
of a very real part of our life cycle makes many people unprepared to deal with or
understand their mortality. I know that, before 1983, 1 had not seriously been confronted
with my mortality. I had known people who had died. My grandfather, who I loved
dearly and was very close to, died in 1978. Another very good friend of our family,
Vincent DePastina, died suddenly in 1973. In both cases however, I was not present at the
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moment of death. I received word at home of the event. I still have not witnessed the
moment of death.
At the time of Vincent's and my Grandfather's death I did not have a true sense
about death. I did witness their bodies, caked with makeup, and dressed in suits, lying in
state at a funeral home. I had also witnessed their burials. Somehow though, the image of
death was different forme then than it was later inmy adulthood.
Part of the difference stemmed, I think, from the fact that I carried some of the
beliefs of my Catholic upbringing with me at the time of their deaths. I believed in the
concept of body and eternally living soul. I felt that Vincent and my grandfather existed
somehow, somewhere. This belief helped me to accept and understand their deaths. I
thought they were, perhaps taking the next great adventure.
As I explored nature through science, my feelings about body and soul gradually
changed over time. Since the concept of an eternally living soul could not be scientifically
tested, but believed on faith alone, I wondered if it was a wise idea to accept this religious
concept. How was I to know what was right to believe and what was wrong to believe if
there were no way to test for the truth?
Therefore, I decided to accept religious beliefs as opinions rather than facts. I
would keep an open mind about their validity, but I would no longer incorporate religion in
my philosophy. I knew death was something I would one day experience. If I had a soul
my questions would be answered. If my consciousness ended at the moment of death then
itwould not matter. My cycle would end.
Another reason why I decided not to incorporate religious beliefs from my
philosophy was that religion seemed to me to separate humanity over its environment. We
are placed at the top of a hierarchy which presides over the rest of the beasts on earth. We
are separated further from the animal world and from nature by having a soul in our bodies.
Animals do not have the privilege or fortune of eternal life and happiness. Those rights are
reserved for human beings.
The more I studied science and understood the similarities and differences between
ourselves and all other creatures on earth I could not feel like we were better or separate
from them. In fact we ate the bodies, of both plant and animal, as other animals do among
themselves. Ifwe needed their bodies to become part of our bodies surely we must not be
all that different. We can now even transplant some animal organs into human bodies. Do
such transplantations make the recipient less human ormore animal? I did not think so.
If human beings possessed souls why then did not animals? Is it because we have
a free will and animals are programmed by instinct? Is it not true that human beings also
carry certain predetermined patterns of behavior blueprinted in their genetic code? Are not
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behaviors such as hunger, thirst, sex drives, even breathing, instincts for humans? It
seems we too have some basic survival instincts etched into our genetic code. Some of us
even fly south for the winter! Okay, you might argue that is learned behavior.
Then, too, there is the issue of body and soul and, specifically brain and soul.
When we are born into life it seems that we come with some basic operating functions like
the instinct to suckle, and other, still mysterious characteristics. You might also be able to
predict the basic temperament of the mature person based on that person's behavior from
their infancy. For example, an infant who is a finicky eater may grow into an adult who
retains this same behavior. Clearly, we start life with a basic shape of our personality.
How basic that shape is, how much can it be changed, and how much are we affected by
our surroundings are questions whose answers have yet to be fully established.
However, I think that it can be safely stated that, no matter how it happens, our
individual personality is developed throughout the course of our life. That personality is
contained in our brains. Our brain uses its body and any other tool it can invent to express
its personality as well as to sustain its life. If it is true that the brain is the living organ
within our bodies that is the source of our being what happens when the brain dies. Is the
soul the function of this living and dynamic state within the brain? Is there a reason or a
need for this soul to continue to exist after life has left the body? Of course I cannot answer
these questions with truth only with other opinions.
Based on what I understood about life there does not seem to be a need or a
purpose for a soul in a living human being to continue on after death. I feel that because
human beings can conceptualize death but don't understand death they need to put it into a
form that they can accept. It is odd that people can conceive of a time before they were
bom and were not alive and conscious but cannot conceive of a similar time after they die.
They want to carry their consciousness into eternity. They want to see the events around
them further unfold. Maybe that is because they worked, struggled and suffered while
developing their soul. Wouldn't this effort go to waste if our soul died when our bodies
died?
I don't feel that what we do during life to develop ourselves is wasted at the time of
our death. Striving and working while living is important to the creature's improved
chances for survival. The more we learn about life the better prepared we are to live the
next day of life. Human beings also make contributions to the larger consciousness of the
society of people that will continue far after the individual dies, and is replaced, just as the
individual continues to live while cells thatmake up the body die and are replaced.
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All creatures on earth have an innate desire to survive. Human beings do as well.
Since they know what their inevitable fate is their innate need to survive may be the cause
in their belief in their immortal souls. I do not know for sure.
Not knowing the answers or the truth does present its problems; especially when
your philosophies are put to the acid test.
During the summer of 1983, just prior to departing Utica for R.I.T., I learned that
my friend Joe Joseph Senior was diagnosedwith cancer of the pleura. Mr. Joseph was the
father of, very long time friend of mine, Joe Joseph. Joe Jr. was to be married in
September of 1983. The news of Mr. Joseph's illness came a few weeks before the
wedding. The doctors could not even be sure that Mr. Joseph would live to see his son's
wedding. He would survive however, to see that event.
This situation just seemed so hard to believe. Mr. Joseph seemed to be strong and
healthy. He was suffering from, what we thought was, a summer cold. He decided to get
a check up from his doctor when cough, that persisted for a few weeks, continued to
worsen. Even though Mr. Joseph smoked cigarettes none of us expected to hear the news
we heard. There was nothing that could be done to treat him. In three short months he
would waste away to skin and bones and die.
This of course was a devastating experience for Joe Jr. and his fiancee Felicia. I
am so happy however that Joe Jr. found a woman who loved him and supported him
throughout a couple very strenuous years of his life.
I was deeply saddened by Joe Joseph Senior's passing. I had known the Joseph's
for thirteen years at that time. This family was an extension ofmy own family. More than
any other friend in my life, Joe Jr. was like my second brother. He and I spent most of our
teenage and adult lives together. Until most ofmy other close friends Joe Jr. remained in
Utica after graduating high schoa-. We would see other daily.
Unfortunately, when Joe Jr. really needed my support I was leaving to go to
graduate school. I felt really guilty for leaving at a time like that. In a way, though I was
relieved that I did not have to witness the day to day deterioration ofMr. Joseph.
When I returned to Utica from Rochester, on weekend visits prior to Mr. Joseph's
death, I would be horrified by the dramatic changes in Mr. Joseph's appearance. He was
beginning to look more and more like the cadavers I was working on. (Letme stop just for
a moment to let you know that my heart is pounding right now. I can feel these moments
as vividly as if I were living them now!) In fact, one of the cadavers in the anatomy class
bore enough resemblance to Mr. Joseph that I could just imagine that I was dissecting my
dear friend. This cadaver apparently died of esophageal cancer. We also had another
cadaver who died ofpancreatic cancer.
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I was revolted, repulsed, and horrified to see what cancer does to the organs of our
body. The woman who died of pancreatic cancer did not have any identifiable organs in
her abdominal cavity. In fact, we had to replace her with another cadaver when it came
time to study the abdomen. When she was replaced someone did the most shocking and
horrific thing I could have ever experienced at a time like that.
Our class walked in to begin work as usual. I was working on a cadaver that was
adjacent to the man that resembled Mr. Joseph. To my right was the new cadaver. The
team dissecting the new cadaver opened the cover to begin their work. When they pulled
the sheet off the new cadaver they revealed a male cadaver. In between its legs below the
knees was the pelvic cavity of the former, female cadaver. The legs had been sawed off.
The rest of the body was also gone. All that remained was a pelvic cavity and genital area,
nothing more. I will never forget that image. That image was just one of several that stood
out in my mind.
I don't mean to turn this paper into a horror story but I feel that it is important for
you to know how strange it was to be in this environment. I felt like I did not belong in
there. I could not perceive these experiences in the context ofmere learning. Someone I
was very close to was dying. I perceived dissection as a horrible reduction of our bodies
into pieces of butchered meat. These were our bodies. These were the bodies we groomed
and cared for. These were the bodies we dressed in business suits or blue jeans. These
were the bodies we used to kiss someone we loved. We held people with these arms.
Now, I was taking these arms apart and reducing theirmusculature, in my mind ,to the set
of pulleys and levers that they could also have been perceived as. I could not accept an
objective way to perceive dismantling a body. I could not separate the person from the
cadaver. To me, I was dissecting people. Although I knew cadavers were dead and not
being hurt by our actions I could not help feeling horrified formyself.
We all know that when we die, our bodies will eventually be recycled by nature.
Yet, many of us fight this conversion of the body. We buy expensive, air- and water-tight
caskets for our deceased loved ones. We may place them in climate controlled, above
ground, mausoleums. We try to preserve the body because it is the only tangible object
remaining to prove that the deceased person once lived.
I was not only seeing, but contributing to the decomposition of dead human beings.
As gross anatomy progressed the bodies got increasingly more difficult to assemble into
something that resembled a whole individual. I'm just left with images that remind me of
old cars and parts piled up in a junk yard. Witnessing the fact that our bodies could be
reduced to such heapingmasses leftme in a state of despair.
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I began to feel that life was a pointless and worthless struggle. Was decomposition
our reward for a lifetime ofwork and struggle? I guess I have not answered that question
completely to this day. I still do not know, for sure, if there is a purpose to life. I give my
own life a purpose. I give my life a reason to exist. Beyond that however, I can't really be
certain that there is a reason to live. I am thirty-three years old. I do not have any children.
I probably will not bring any children to life until I feel that I can better answer the question
what purpose does life serve?
You might notice that I am still having a tug of war with myself over these
questions. Sometimes, I think that my instinct to survive is the main reason why I do live.
I have not discovered meaning or reason for my existence. I know that I can derive
meaning to justify my life. However I don't know if those meanings and reasons are valid
outside my own mind. To some extent, I know my life has some meaning and value to
humanity of the present and future. Beyond that however, I don't see a spiritual meaning
to my life. My life, to me, only has validity in the context of life. It really should not
matter if I can not findmeaning elsewhere. I am here. I am a product of being here. I am
who I am because I live. If I can validate my life, if I can findmeaning and reason for my
life, shouldn't that be sufficient? Rationally, I believe it should be.
Having a reason and a purpose to validate your life does not give you an acceptable
reason to die. I know the rational reasons we must die, but that does not satisfy the
emotional acceptance of dying. Don't any of you wonder why you have to die? Can you
emotionally accept yourmortality? Am I alone in not being able to acceptmymortality?
I didn't know I could not accept my mortality until 1983. When Mr. Joseph died I
was saddened by his loss but was also saddened by my own terminal state. I thought that
we are all terminal. Some of us just live longer. I also felt like part of me had died along
with him. In fact, I am sure that part of me did die. When we love someone we become a
larger person. Our mind becomes intimately linked to another mind. If someone we love
dies there is a part of ourmind that can no longer share a certain intimate way of behavior.
For better or for worse, all we have left are memories.
In 1983 the general structure of the reality I had known for so many years was
falling apart. I feared that such a thingmight happen prior to leaving Rochester but I never
thought it could have really happened! I look at that time as an era when the ingredients
thatmake up my reality were poured into amixing bowl and blended into mush.
What I didn't realize is that those ingredients would recombine to make a new
reality, a new whole over time. I just had to allow time to let the cake bake. The time it
took seemed to pass ever so slowly and painfully though. Just as I was beginning to get a
sense of orientation about one changed element ofmy life another element would violently
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change. Too much happened to me too quickly between fall 1983 and spring 1985. I just
barely held on to my sense of balance and control.
In early 1984, John and I found out that his mother was suffering from pancreatic
cancer. Unlike Mr. Joseph, we were not formally informed that she would die. I knew
what her fate was to be, however. I had seen that horror just a few weeks ago in anatomy
class. I could not believe that I was going through a death experience yet again. It must
have been even worse for John. John lost his father in 1982 of a heart attack. I was
watching yet another family that I had known since childhood die.
John was physically, more removed from his mother's illness than Joe was with
his father's illness. John's sister was taking care ofMrs. Pettigrew. John visited as much
as he could, but John could not tear completely away from his job.
It's strange, but I think the stress that I felt overMrs. Pettigrew's illness was more
drastic than was appropriate. It was not only because she dying that I was disturbed. It
was the way she was dying. I could imagine that she must have suffered terribly based on
the results I saw from the cadaver. I couldn't help seeing the image of another dear friend
turned into a heap of stuff like one of the cadavers on our lab tables.
I was not in the right frame ofmind when I was conscious and when I was asleep.
My dreams were filled with visions of death, dismemberment, and foul smelling rotted
flesh. My dreams would have made the worst horrormovies you have ever watched seem
real!
Going to anatomy class was like going to war for me. It was an environment in
which all you had known about reality to that point was either invented or somehow
twisted. I often think that the immediate change in the environment might have been
analogous to the environmental change a soldier might have experienced when he left the
sun and fun, of California and entered a battle field in Viet Nam.
With all of the changes going on in my life, how was I to know what was real?
Couldn't people I know and love, suffer, wither, and die? Couldn't these same people be
turned into into a pile of junk? There is no way forme to express to you what I felt when I
realized that none of us are safe from death. At that time, I could even add the real
sensations of smell and touch of cadavers to those perceptions. Those perceptions were
very detailed, and very real. Yet, somehow I knew that I was still me. I was still whole. I
was just a mess.
Part ofmy ability to remain whole was aided by being able to share my life with
friends who knew me prior to the time I had these experiences. I was able to superficially
describe what I was going through to my old friends without getting immersed in the
details. I was able to draw my bearings from being with family, friends, and Sue. They
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could still see me as the whole person when I lost sight of who or what I was. They
helped me to reenter the reality I had once known and assimilate the events that were
changing my perception of reality. Love can be a very powerful and healing treatment.
There were times however when I had to know that I wasn't the only medical
illustration student suffering from similar stresses. I needed to be able to talk through
feelings at length with someone who knew the experience from a similar point of view. I
found that person in Dianne Ouellette. Dianne and I had entered medical illustration from
similar backgrounds. We had both studied fine art andmajored in oil painting. More than
that, we shared similarities in our personalities and philosophies. Although, overall we
were different people, we shared some common denominators in our perceptions. Like
myselfDianne was preoccupied in events that were happening in her personal life. She had
returned to the United States after a two year stay in Italy. She returned to enter the
Medical Illustration program at R.I.T.; her interests in medical illustration were sparked
partially by a desire to learn the form of the human body in the way the master painters of
the Renaissance had done. However, the real life adjustments Dianne had to make were
distracting her from her academic work. She had gotten involved with a mural painting
project in Syracuse, New York, the summer before classes started at R.I.T. For the first
couple of months of classes, Dianne would attempt to pull double duty, attending classes
and painting amural, simultaneously.
Dianne and I became friends from the first day of class. Unlike the other students
in the medical illustration curriculumDianne and I spoke the same artistic language. When
it came time to enter the anatomy laboratory I could see that she displayed a sense of
discomfort not unlike the sense I was feeling. As it turned out, Dianne and I were very
fortunate to have each other. I don't think that I could have made it through the first year
ofmedical illustration without her friendship. We are still friends today. Occasionally, we
will reminisce about some of the events we both perceived as bizarre occurrences in the
anatomy laboratory.
One such event occurred when Dianne and I entered the lab about an hour after
class had started. Actually, we were planning on cutting the entire class that day. We were
just tired of seeing bits and pieces of dead people twice a week for four hours. Instead, we
went to breakfast at Charlie's Frog Pond on Park Avenue. I remember how pleasant it felt
to behave like any normal person would behave on a typical Tuesday morning. However,
we let conscience get the better of us. We knew that we should be in class with our
colleagues learning about human anatomy. So we left Charlie's and headed off to the
University of Rochester, where anatomy class was held. I remember my breakfast
churning in my stomach as Dianne and I walked down that corridor to class. I had knots
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my stomach every time I entered that room. I still get knots in my stomach even today
when I think of that time. Anyway, when Dianne and I walked into the room, we were
both shocked by the instant change in our realities. We went from the world of the living
to the world of the dead in just a few minutes. We went from a reality where people
conversed and sipped their morning coffee to a world where students were scampering
around a laboratory while carrying other human beings' body parts. One student was
holding a bisecting head in her hands as she asked Dr. Kiniggee, our anatomy instructor a
question. Another person was carrying an entire leg and foot over his shoulder to a table to
begin dissecting it.
Dianne and I just looked at one another. At first our looks were ones of horror,
shock and disgust. Even though this sort of activity was the norm rather than the
exception; even though we had seen this and done this before and were about to do this
again, we were not totally used to it. However, by the completion of the first half of the
course, I became desensitized enough to get hungry at noon! When Dianne and I realized
that we were wearingmirror images of each other's facial expressions we both broke out in
laughter. It amazes me how people vent their stress through humor and sarcasm. Now I
was beginning to understand why the nursing students I had known displayed such twisted
and morbid senses of humor. It seems like people who work in the midst of extremely
unpleasant situations have to separate their feelings from these experiences. They also have
to be able to find a level of behavior which helps them to feel like they are normal.
Having a sense of humor is a way for many people to express feelings about
situations which seem absurd, ironic, or senseless. The ability to laugh at adversity helps
people to cope with adversity. Humor is a way to find a positive element from a negative
situation. It is also a way to vent the stress that adverse situations may cause. Humor is
also one way of abstracting adversity. Ifwe can take adversity out of the context ofwhat
we perceive as real then it can be dealtwith in a number ofways.
Ifwe allow adversity not to be real, we may lose our ability to feel. Because some
people such as doctors and nurses are inundated with the adversities experienced by so
many patients they must distance themselves somewhat from the suffering their patients
feel. If they did not, they would experience the cumulative effects of thousands of
suffering people. That could be too much pain for one person to withstand.
However, many of us experience death and tragedy every day who are not actually
placed in adverse environments. Most of us are presented graphic images of death and
violence every day through television. Most of us have become so distanced from the
actual reality of such images that not even our appetites are affected. Even when I see such
events, I can eat dinner while watching the six o'clock news on television. Somehow,
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those very real tragedies don't seem real on television. Since I was not, at any point,
involved with the actual events which are reported, I cannot feel the pain and suffering. I
am sure Imust have felt pain the first time I saw such events reported on television; but that
was about 30 years ago. I have, probably, seen thousands of acts of violence, in graphic
detail, over the years. Gradually, that reality gets compartmentalized into the television set.
The violence that is presented on television is not part of what I perceive as reality. If the
images do excite a dormant memory of painful experience, I can merely change the channel
or turn off the television. A commercial may also come on and instantly break the intimacy
I was beginning to develop with the images. Television commercials often seem to be
purposely used as a device to snap you out of an adverse situation. Their use sometimes
allows me to delude myself to believe what I am watching is not real. How else can you
explain watching a commercial that takes you into a totally different reality from the violent
and tragic reality you witness while watching the evening news?
Sometimes, I wonder if people who deal with adverse situations resort to similar
ways of compartmentalizing them. I would think that people who work in hospitals have
to leave their experiences within the walls of the building. To carry them into every aspect
of lifemight cause a distorted view of everyday life.
When I was taking gross anatomy, I could not compartmentalize the experiences I
was having in the laboratory to the laboratory, nor could I find refuge in the reality outside
the laboratory. It seemed that the people I loved were dying all around me. I could not see
a reason for such pain. Living seemed so pointless. My lack of belief in the eternal soul
added fuel to the pointlessness I felt about living. There were times when I felt like the
only reason why I did not commit suicide was thatmy genes were programmed to live at all
cost. Consciously, I was so depressed, I did not want to live. I did however, have the
will to live.
More than ever, I also feared death. Some of the death expressions on the
cadavers' faces were far from pleasant. Those expressions of the last instant stayed etched
on their faces until we removed their faces. Yes, the very part of us that expressed our
identity to others was also removed piece by piece. I cannot describe to you how it feels to
cut into the skin and muscle of someone's face. I cannot describe how frightening it is to
see the face of even a dead person be removed to pieces.
To most of us, there was a sort of bonding which took place between ourselves and
the cadaver we worked on. We named our cadavers. We told jokes while working over
them. They were helping us learn about ourselves through their remains. Although it was
difficult for me to accept the permanence of death throughout gross anatomy, I felt that
something of the person was still with us beyond its body. I could still see the person in
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the cadaver's face. Each face had an expression. I was reassured to see that one woman
did have a peaceful expression on her face. I thought that she probably did not fight death
to her last breath. Maybe she just let life stop peacefully.
The removal of the skin and muscles of the face destroyed forever the physical
proof that these people ever existed. The faces which their children loved, which their
family and friends knew was gone forever. However, I was also left with a sense of the
similarities all humanity shares when we look beyond the attributes which differentiate
individuals. In an anatomy lab, you can prove we're really all alike.
At that time, I was left with more feelings of despair for our fate than revelations
about our existence. Many of the events I experienced in life at that time justmade me feel
hopeless. The reality I had known for a lifetime was crumbling. In the fall of 1984, even
my father suffered a heart attack. I rushed home to see him, thinking that I would not even
make it home in time to say good-bye to him. Thankfully, he was not to die. Now, at a
time when I was already overloaded from the events around me, I had to deal with the
possibility of losing my dad. I wondered what could be next. Between the course of 1984
and late 1985, 1 lost five people whom I had known and loved.
My Uncle Joe DeMichele was one of those who died while I was away. I never
went to his wake to see him after he died. I used to think that going to a wake was a
morbid and sick thing to do. Now, I think that wakes and funerals are a way for the living
to complete the concept of death in their minds. The living have experienced, first hand
that an individual is dead. To me, it seems like my Uncle Joe is missing, not dead. I was
not involved with the process of closing the chapters of his life in my mind, sometimes, I
think that I'll run into him someday. I have this same sense of incompletion about another
person who has died in the fall of 1985.
In 1985, a dear friend and my high school biology instructor, Rick Converse, died
of lung cancer, he probably wasn't 32 years old at the time of his death. He also never
smoked cigarettes. I did not find out about Rick's death until a week after he had died.
Not only was I devastated and shocked by his death, I was saddened that I did not know he
was even ill. I would have wanted to have shared some time with him. I do not know for
sure, but I think he attempted to see me to tell me of his illness. During the summer of
1985, Rick rode his bicycle over my
parents'house to see if I would like to go riding with
him. I was out somewhere with Sue that day. It was a very busy weekend for me at that
time. I was trying to put my life back together after the apartment fire. So I returned to
Rochesterwithout seeing Rick or talking to him. Twomonths later, I got a phone call from
Joe Jr.'s wife, Felicia, telling me of Rick's death. I sometimes feel so angry with myself
that I did not take the time to call him back. We so often take for granted that we will have
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tomorrow to do the things we should have done today. I still have a hard time accepting
that I will never see him again. He was a great friend. He had a wonderfully sick sense of
humor and he was genuinely kind. I miss him.
I have just taken the time to read the previous twenty pages of this paper. It reads
like a litany of stories about death and horrifying experiences. I do not mean to burden
others with my personal experiences. I am sure that anyone who lives has their own
tragedies to deal with. I did need to report on these experiences though. I hope that the
fact that I have survived them can help someone who might be having difficult times in
their life. All things will pass. However, we need to allow them to pass. I have not
accepted nor do I understand all fo the events I have written about.
To this day, I am reluctant to let these events go. Instead, I live my life around
those situations which I can't understand. I don't know what it will take forme to let go. I
don't know what it will take forme to feel like life is a privilege to live rather than a chore
to live. Even though I perceive life to be a chore I do findmoments ofpeace and joy while
living it. I still am able to face another day. I just try not to ask for too much from life. I
don't think we have rights when we are born. We are just here. What we make of our
personal voyage is our doing. Events will happen to affect us which can be taken any way
we chose to perceive them.
I once saw a mathematician on television, whose name I have forgotten, who was
talking about a disease he had which totally paralyzed him. He could hardly move his
facial muscles to speak. Through an interpreter he said that his condition was not so
unfortunate. In many ways, it allowed him the time he needed to think about his work.
I don't know how many of us could find such a silver lining if faced with such a
problem. I know that I have felt bitterness from the loss of loved ones. I also know that I
do not accept things that are normal functions of life. That is my own personal problem. I
know I am paddling upstream. Nature is the way it is. If I can not find the answers and
methods, I need to be happy, that is my loss.
So, I try to enjoy the time I have with those I love. Knowing that this time is very
short helps me to be aware of time's passing. I try to make sure that each day has a
moment of peace in it for me. I try to make sure that the people I love know that I love
them. If I hurt someone, I try to heal the wound if I can. I try to balance working to
prepare for my future survival with savoring each day of life. You should never throw
away a day of your life. If life does not have a point inherent in it, that is not a problem. It
is up to you to give your life meaning. It is up to you to make your life meaningful for
others. When you die, it does notmatter what lies beyond. Be free to live.
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By now, you might think that my entire Rochester experience was about death. In
a sense, coming to grips with mortality played a major role in every day ofmy life. I was
also trying to redefine a sense of reality that I could understand and accept. My experience
at R.I.T. was more of a personal experience, rather than an academic experience.
I dealt with academic responsibilities in an almost automatic way. After spending
five years in undergraduate school, I was well prepared to deal with academic pressures.
In fact, making the grades was one thing I was sure I still had control over. The events I
was facing in my personal life were providing formore pressure than in my academic life.
For the first time in my academic life, I letmy personal life take priority overmy academic
goals. Rather than striving to push every possible limit to learn all that I could, I
sometimes resorted to doingwhat I was required to do. That doesn't mean that I sacrificed
an A or a B in a course. It just means that I got less out of that A or B grade. I was a
professional student. I knew exactly what it took to receive an A or B in a given class.
However, sometimes I was able to use my classes as a place to work out the overall
experiences in my life. As difficult as gross anatomy was to experience from a personal
orientation, it provided me with a sense of wonder like no other course I had ever known.
Dissecting a human body is like exploring a new universe. I was seeing an individual from
a perspective which the individual I was dissecting could not have experienced. I was
exploring the internal workings of someone's human body.
In many ways, the architecture of the human body resembled the architecture I had
seen in other places in nature. A human being resembles many other animals on the inside.
I could also see the structure and order to the body. I was particularly astonished by the
layout of spinal nerves. They are so neatly bundled as they exit the vertebrae from the
spinal cord within. The bundles branch into smaller subdivisions until they become a
single nerve bundle. From the single bundle, individual nerve cells branch out to their
specific locations in the body. I was surprised to discover how specific those locations are.
I don't think any of us are surprised to find that the heart is located in the same place on
most human beings, but you might be surprised to find that a nerve bundle and even
individual nerves are also located in the same locations on all of us.
Before dissecting the human body, I had not realized how similar each human
body's makeup was. I also did not realize how ordered the human body was. I did not
expect to be able to locate a particular small artery or vein in a variety of cadavers.
However, similarities in structure is evident down to very small details. Further evidence
of that orderwas observed under the microscope in histology class.
I am also amazed at the way human beings seem to organize the reality they invent.
It seems that humanity's logic for design and invention produces an order to inventions
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which is similar to the order found in natural designs. To say that something is man-made
no longermeans that it is not related to the natural universe. For example, I work in a very
complex television facility. There are over 100 video tape machines, as well as dozens of
computers throughout the facility. The first time I saw the wiring located beneath the
computer flooring, I was amazed to see the resemblance in the methods and logic used to
wire the facility with the nervous system of a human being. Wires were ordered in
clamped bundles. The bundles successively breaking and branching until a single wire or
small group of wires reached its destination. I can really appreciate the order which is
necessary to coordinate a complex system. When I told the chief engineer that the way he
had structured the wiring was not unlike something he would observe in his own body, he
was surprised.
Many of us do not perceive our physical design as a complex and ordered systems.
Some people who lift weights might get a little sense of our bodies mechanism. For the
most part however, most of us are not exposed to perceiving the human body as a complex
machine. I know that I did not look at human beings in this way until I experienced the
body in anatomy laboratory.
That experience also left some confusing gray areas in my reality. I did not know
how to perceive living people. Were they merely complex and well-ordered, organic
machines? could our personalities be quantified to a series of complex chemical processes?
Was our ability to learn and grow merely the ability to alter proteins within our brains? I
sometimes felt like I was just a bigmachine. I did not know where the spiritual quality of a
human being fit in. As I looked at people aroundme, I found it increasinglymore difficult
to view them as something more than biochemical substances. I was beginning to think
that all of the complex characteristics that make up a human being could one day be
quantified. Someday, that possibility may very well become true. Even ifwe do someday
understand ourselves to the point where there are no more mysteries, will that make our
existence any less of a wonder? If the human spirit, the human mind, can be understood
and even quantified, does it mean it should be valued less than if it remains a mystery? I
don't know.
It seems that the mind somehow transcends the physicality of the human body.
Consciousness seems to be some sort of highly organized form of energy. The mind also
seems to somehow be greater than the sum of the parts we know of, that is life plus the
material body.
When I looked at cadavers, I was surprised to perceive a sense of smallness in our
actual physical space. The space between our ears measures only several inches. Our
bodies are only a few feet in length. As a living person, I perceive myself as being much
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larger than my physical size. I am as large as my imagination. My physical scale only
comes into play when I am confronted with physical experiences. I feel as though I am
more than 130 pounds ofmass. However, is that feeling actually truth? For a time, I felt
reduced after perceiving the human body in death. It was small. It was vulnerable to
microbes which would feed off of it. This once great and powerful being would now be
consumed by the smallest organisms. This once great miracle was becoming a meal for a
mere microorganism. Was this all that we were? Was I just another meal to be consumed?
I guess if I stood before a hungry lion, that's whatmy role would be.
How was I to make sense of so many seemingly conflicting perceptions about the
meaning of who I was? Was I this synergistic being who was as large as the universe?
Does my consciousness transcend my body eternally or does it merely stop when their is
no more life in me? Am I merely a biochemical creature who evolved because chemistry
has gotten increasingly more sophisticated over the last three billion years? Is the life that is
in me the same as the life which is in a double strand ofD.N.A.? Am I , as a being, more
than the blueprinted design ofmy body and its brain? What is our role in life? What is our
reason for living? Are we the result of someone else's imagination? Is nature really some
sort of being which invented the universe and invented us? Is nature merely a set of
coincidental circumstances which we order in our minds? Is there intention to nature's
laws? I there intention to cause and effect? If it is proven that all which makes us human
can be interpreted in a quantitative way, will we become less important? If you think that I
have answered these questions, you are wrong.
However, I was able to regain a sense of identity in my life, once again. I cannot
always define what that means. I just feel stable. Part of the way I was able to regain that
sense of identity was to incorporate what I was experiencing into the art I was creating.
Since my experiences between 1983 and 1985 were centering around myself, my artwork
reflected this state of self indulgence.
In 1983, I studied painting at R.I.T. under Mr. Edward Miller. Mr. Miller
provided students a very open and independent environment for students in which to work.
He structured the class around the basic needs expressed by the students in the class.
Some of the students in the class were medical illustrators. Since most of the medical
illustrators did not come from a fine arts background, they were not experienced in drawing
the living human figure. They expressed a desire to work from living nude models. So,
each Saturday, there was a model in the studio provided for those students from which to
work.
The work I produced working from the model in Mr. Miller's class was quite
different than work I had produced as an undergraduate. To me, the work is more
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personalized. It reflected more of what I was feeling. The poses and compositions looked
like other academic work I produced in earlier times. However, the use of color was quite
different. Much of the new work portrayed the colors and feelings I experienced in the
anatomy lab. The figures themselves lost their relaxed state. My drawings had a feeling of
rigidity. The colors I used gave the feeling of death. I did not like what I was seeing in my
figure work. I felt that the work was being influenced too much by conscious decisions
and too little by feeling. I knew those figures had life in them, but I wanted them to look
dead. I became curious aboutmy own state of life. Was I becoming a living dead person?
In order to answer that question, I decided to try an idea. I thought that maybe I
should get up in the middle of the night, after having slept a few hours, to draw self
portraits. I set up several mirrors and a chair in John's bedroom and set an alarm clock to
wake me at 3:00 am, Saturday morning. I produced four portraits over a four week period
(Figure 3). I have each portrait a limit of one session to capture my state at that time.
Later, I worked on another portrait over a three week period.
What I feel the results were from this exercise is that I put life back into my art
work. I feel that these portraits identified me. I was not trying to communicate with
anyone else I was trying to communicate something about myself to myself. I wanted to
visualize the emotions I was feeling. If I look at those four initial works today, I can see
the personality I had at that time. By creating the drawings in the middle of the night, I
think I was better able to convey what I was feeling without as much input from what I was
thinking.
These works were also significant to me from a technical standpoint, as well.
These were the first pieces of art I had produced, that were not medically oriented, which
combined techniques I was developing formedical illustrations.
Medical illustrators utilize ground carbon dust, which is carbon pencils ground
using sandpaper, to produce half-tone drawings. These drawings can be very beautiful in
that you can illustrate the delicacy of tissue. For some reason, I could not control this
medium. My work always seemed too heavy handed. Carbon dust, to me, was a very
unidirectional medium. If you pushed beyondwhere you wanted to be in a drawing, it was
difficult to turn back. This was also true of another medium medical illustrators commonly
use, which is watercolors sprayed through an airbrush. I was used to working with oil
paints for color work and graphite pencils for black and white work. Both seem more
flexible for me to use. However, black and white graphite pencil work contains pencil
marks which would make accurate reproduction in print difficult. Oil paint has the
disadvantage of taking a long time to dry unless you add chemical driers. The problem
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really was not in the inherent qualities of carbon dust or airbrush, it was in my lack of
knowledge and experience using them.
Mr. Glen Hints contributed to my knowledge and experience with airbrush
techniques. He was quite an experienced artist in terms of working in airbrush, and pen
and ink mediums. Mr. Hints and Mr. Wabnitz suggested I try using the ground pigment
techniques with pastel sticks. They said ground pastel sticks provided a similar look to
airbrush. Mr. Wabnitz also thought that since pastel dust would produce a finer grain than
carbon dust, I might find it easier to control.
I decided to try this technique on drawings I had made from the cadaver. I
produced illustrations of the heart, kidney, neck, and brain (Figures 4 7) using this
method. I was never so pleased as I was with the results of those works. Although these
illustrations were not as clean and clinical looking as amedical illustrator's work should be,
they seemed to have an ethereal quality to them. I found this look to be very appealing to
me. The illustrations feltmore like works of art, because they conveyed my sense ofmood
and personality. Technically, I was able to control themedium to better illustrate the sense
ofmoisture and translucency that is a characteristic of living tissue. I don't think that these
works met the instructional criteria necessary to qualify them as medical illustrations.
They were, however, good exercises to help me express my experiences as a medical
illustrator in an artistic way. They also helped me to express the beauty and wonder I felt
in the anatomy lab. Too often, I was preoccupied by my problems to perceive that beauty
or feel that sense of wonder.
Having so much fun developing techniques for using this medium, I decided to do
the self portraits, and even the figure drawings using ground pastels. The difference would
be I would have to learn quicker methods of creating drawings for Mr. Miller's
coursework. I wanted to be able to capture the moment that I was working rather than
control a long term result. I was able to make this happen by combining ground pastel with
whole pastel sticks.
I used a large brush which I loaded with dust to scramble in tones much the same
way you would create an underpainting. Then, using the whole stick, I would build in
larger areas with a denser concentration of pigment. I would soften those areas using the
brush to remove excess dust. Unlike carbon dust, I had better success in removing areas
where pigment was scrubbed in more densely. Finally, I would give highlights and edges
using the edge of the pastel stick. After producing so much work during 1983-1985, using
that method, I was able to work very comfortably using this approach. It replaced oil
painting as the medium of choice formost ofmy colored work.
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Although my carbon dust work got somewhat better over time, I was never able to
transfer what I learned using ground pastels to ground carbon dust. First of all, the tooth
of the board you illustrated on greatly affected the amount of carbon dust you could build
up. I never found a paper or board which I was comfortable using. I could never find a
board which allowed me to balance the tonality of the drawing. I also found pen and ink to
be too tedious amedium to produce black and white illustrations. I also didn't like the fact
that there was always the potential for a mistake to irrevocably damage the drawing.
Besides, I just did not enjoy working in black and white as much as I enjoyed working in
color. I find working in color to be more exciting. Just looking at a palette filled with wet
oil paints entices me to dive in and paint. I could not muster that same desire when I
looked at several gray piles of carbon dust.
When it came time to produce my thesis work, I wanted to work in the medium
which I feltmost accomplished using, oil paints. I also wanted to work in a larger scale. It
had been two years since I produced an oil painting. It had al"D been two years since I
produced a painting that was as large as three feet by four feet. I was longing to work with
a large sheet of gessoed masonite. I was longing to produce works of art which impacted
the viewer through their scale.
To me, small size illustrations do not command attention by their presence. The
viewermay have a very deep and intimate experience with small size works. However, the
viewermay also walk past a very interesting work of art merely because it was notmaking
its presence known. I wanted to make sure that the effort I put into my thesis work was
not going to go unnoticed by the viewer. I will admit that I was planning my thesis work
with great egotism. I was also planning the subject matter with some egotism. I planned to
produce two three feet by four feet self portraits. I wanted these paintings to sum up my
experiences over the past two years in Rochester as well as at R.I.T. I wanted them to
illustrate that this time in my life was one of great self exploration and one of great self
indulgence.
In order to accomplish these objectives, I felt it was necessary to explore my own
human body through dissection. As I stated earlier, I felt that through dissection I had
known an intimate part of another human being that could not have possibly been
experienced by that person. Since I did not want to physically dissect myself, I thought I
would usemy imagination and create my body without skin.
These sorts of illustrations have been produced by other artists. In fact, I saw full
sized drawings produced by fine arts students in one of the other figure drawing classes
held at R.I.T. I was not trying to do something which had never been done before, I was
doing what was necessary for me to accept my physical self the way I had observed other
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human beings. I also wanted to bring the images I had of dead and stiff musculature to
life. I wanted these paintings ofmuscles to convey the character ofmy living body. I also
wanted to see the various muscle groups which were dissected as elements combined to
form a working interactive set of muscles. I wanted these two paintings to show my
dissected body in a living state.
It was also important to me to assimilate the experiences I had seen only in the
anatomy lab to my everyday environment. I wanted to feel that what I had experienced
about life and death within the confines of the lab could be taken out of the lab and intomy
everyday environment. I hoped that by placing these experiences in an environment that I
felt comfortable with, I might feel less alienated from these experiences. I wanted to
incorporate the perceptions I had developed within the anatomy lab with my overall
perception of reality. I wanted to feel o.k. aboutmy mortality. I wanted to feel o.k. about
the physical nature ofmy being.
In order for me to integrate the environment of anatomy lab with my everyday
environment, I decided to paint these two self portraits within the confines of my first
apartment. I should quickly note that, beginning in the fall of 1984, 1 decided to spreadmy
wings and live on my own. I will always be grateful to John, Kevin, Brent, andMarty for
providing me a halfway house so I could learn how to live on my own. I hope I can
someday return the favor to them.
There were two reasons why I decided to paint two self portraits. The first reason
was because I wanted to paint as much of my body's musculature as possible. I did not
feel that one view would give me a complete sense ofmy body's underlying musculature.
Iwanted these portraits to include knowledge I had gained from dissecting the entire human
body from above the upper thighs. I also wanted to explore the areas of the body I did not
have an opportunity to dissect and illustrate below the pelvic cavity. One portrait would
concentrate on the abdominal, thoracic, neck, and head musculature. The other portrait
would concentrate on the lower extremities, upper extremities and back musculature.
The second reason why I wanted to paint two different portraits is because I wanted
to make a different statement with each portrait. I wanted one portrait to invite an outside
viewer to look at me as a cutaway illustration. I wanted to, however, give the viewermore
than a clinical look at human anatomy. I wanted them to recognize the life and the
personality that the musculature represented and expressed. I wanted the viewer to know
they were looking at DavidUrgo, even though only half ofmy body was painted with skin
covering it.
I would compose this portrait with a very bold presence of my body (Figure 8).
There would be very small areas around my body to define the environment. However,
50
these areas would be important to add depth and a mood to the portrait. I wanted this
painting to say to the viewer that I was stepping out of the reality you were used to seeing
me in. This is the new reality for David Urgo! I wanted the viewer to know that this was
who I perceived myself to be.
I wanted the second portrait to convey a very different feeling (Figures 9 - 10). In
this painting, I wanted to convey my acceptance and assimilations of the discoveries I had
made through this two year journey. I wanted this painting to show the skinless David
Urgo at one with his environment. In order to do that, I pulled the viewer's field of vision
farther away to encompass more surroundings. I also composed a portrait of myself
painting a portrait of myself. However, there are no brushes in my hand. I am not
attempting to illustrate that I am painting myself. Rather, I am trying to touch the image in
the mirror. The image in the mirror is a self portrait with its skin in tact. The selfportrait
in the "real" environment is without skin on one entire side of its body. At that time, I felt
that the image of me without skin was more real than the image with skin. I wanted the
viewer to feel my sense of loss. The way I used to perceive myself was only a reflection.
It was not in the real environment. Yet, the portrait in the mirror depicted the same pose as
the portrait, within the real environment. Maybe there could be more than one truth in
reality. Maybe there could be several true points of view. Maybe these truths could all be
used to appropriately define what is real.
That deduction was a revelation for me. It was one that I have realized at other
times in my life. From a child, I had known mathematical statements such as 2+4=6,
4+2=6, 3+3=6, 2x3=6, 12/2=6 were all true equivalences to the number 6. I had also
known that six could be demonstrated using any grouping of 6 objects. They did not even
have to be the same kinds of objects as long as they totalled 6. Why then, did it take me so
long to realize that there were several ways to define reality. I guess I was too caught up in
the emotions of the time. I guess I did not step far enough away to see the big picture.
That revelation may not be evident to someone who views these paintings, but it
was important to the creation of these paintings. It helped give me the incentive to paint
these works. It also gave me hope that I might one day truly understand the pieces to the
bigger picture.
When it came time to actually paint these portraits, I found it very difficult to locate
illustrations or photographs which illustrated human anatomy from the views I needed.
Since medical illustrations provide instructional information they tend to be standardized in
the views presented. Views are always at right angles to the body. Physicians are trained
to understand and interpret the bodies structures from specific planer cuts, e.g. medial,
sagittal, frontal, etc.
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Therefore, I used the surface lumps and bumps of my body to serve as reference
points for the locations of certain muscles. This was actually a very enjoyable process for
me. It finally brought together the studies I had made of the figure in Fran's class, so
many years ago, with the knowledge I had gained as a medical illustrator. I felt this
process brought a long time journey full circle.
Mr. Wabnitz andMr. Hintz also provided their expertise in the proper orientation of
the musculature. With their technical guidance andMr. Miller's input from an artist's point
of view, I was able to create two paintings which I believe were my personal best
achievements.
Not unlike the writing of this paper, my thesis paintings were created under the
pressure of little time and outside commitments. I was working nearly full time in the
spring of 1985. I was preparing portfolio slides, writing resumes and searching for a
profession. There were also other classes to do work for. There didn't seem to be enough
time in a day. So, I worked several all nighters and rested little, overall.
That abusive behavior cost me dearly. I became very ill during the beginning of
painting the second thesis panel; which was actually the first panel I described. I developed
a high fever and flu. I actually painted the entire portrait from my bed. I placed the easel
nearmy bed, sat up and painted. When I became exhausted, I would collapse and rest for
a while.
To add more stress to my life, I had involuntarily acquired a kitten in my life. Sue
thought a kitten would be a great pet to keep me company. So she gave me one for my
birthday which is at the end of March. Well, this kitten was like having a meteorite
ricocheting around my apartment. It knew it had come into my life against my will. I
really was not prepared to deal with a child no matter from what species it came. Several
times it ran across the palette and got oil paint all over itself and all over the apartment. One
time I had to scrape an entire section of the second portrait off and repainted it because the
kitten rubbed against it. Needless to say,
"Kitty"
was covered in oil paint. My friend and
formermedical illustration student, Patty Green, named the kitty Toxoplasmosis. We later
nicknamed him Toxo Kitty.
In spite of being ill and the antics ofToxo Kitty, I was able to complete the second
portrait and build the frames for both paintings on the day of our class's Thesis Show
Open. When I hung the work at the show, the second panel was still tacky in spots. The
black paint on the frames was not thoroughly dry, either. At that time, I thought that
finishing work so close to deadlines was the exception rather than the rule. I have since
learned, at least in the television production industry, that getting work in just under the
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wire is a way of life. Well, here I am hoping to demonstrate once again that it is never too
late tomeet a deadline until the deadline has passed.
Before I begin to close my thoughts and bring this paper to conclusion, I would like
to mention one other very special friend who helped me through a lot of difficult times,
CynthiaDuffer. Cindy came to R.I.T. during the middle of the first year of our graduating
class. I was the first student she spoke to from medical illustration class. I happened to
meet her when she was enrolling at R.I.T.
I would later discover that her first impression of me was one of a slightly
demented person. She followed by stating that she still thought I was demented. I did
make her laugh, however. In fact, we could both make each other laugh when we felt like
crying. We could also cry on each other's shoulder. She helped me through graduate
school, right up to the last day.
Cindy came over to help me put together the frames for my thesis panels on the day
of the show. I will always be grateful for the love and kindness she shared with me during
those years. As with Dianne, Cindy and I are still close friends. She married last year and
moved to San Francisco. In November, I went out to visit Cindy and Kirk and their kitty,
Higgins. I am glad to see that they are a very happy family.
I really wish to thank all of the people who have given me a part of their life
throughout my life. I am who I am because of your love. I don't know if I will ever paint
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